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THE 

SISTER OF CHARITY, 

CHAPTER I. 

Morbid — ^The Bermondsey Doctor in BelgraTia— Woman's Hetd, 
Heart, and Angers. 

The next morning after the events recorded in the 
last chapter^ Beatrice Lester was alone with her pro- 
tegee ; but the pleasant room, often before mentioned, 
was not now the scene of the elegant and useful 
occupations generally carried on there. Its mistress 
was seated near the centre table, immersed in some 
uncongenial reverie, while her hand, every now and 
then, unconsciously, as it seemed, stroked the head 
of the large dog which, first seen by Eustace Neville 
in company with Sir Bichard Lester, was now by the 
side of Beatrice. Uncommonly sagacious did this 
fine old fellow look ; his attitude was expressive of 
his own conscious pride as the lad/s protector, while 
his grim but honest countenance shewed that it was 
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2 THE SISTER 

not from any fault of his^ if he did not altogether 
understand some conversation which was momentarily 
suspended, and to which he had given his best atten- 
tion. This conversation had been between his mis- 
tress and Amy Lyle. The latter now stood before 
Beatrice with her eyes cast down to the ground, and 
her arms crossed on her bosom* She appeared, for 
once, the more collected of the two ; for her manner 
was quite calm, while the cheek of Beatrice was 
flushed and her eye troubled. At last, she said : 

''Of course, my dear Amy, my first wish should 
be to secure your happiness, even though its search 
might take you from me ; but I cannot consent to 
your doing what you propose without the approba- 
tion of him to whom I solemnly pledged myself as your 
protector in his absence.^' 

''You— you pledged yourself solemnly— when?'' 
asked Amy. 

" When you, dear child, were unconscious in my 
arms -" answered Beatrice, scarcely heeding the evi- 
dences of some sudden agitation in her companion, 
amid her own depression. 

Amy Lyle almost gasped in the excitement of a 
morbid curiosity; she longed to ask what he had 
said, and burned to know the reply of the lady 
before her. An imaginary and most mistaken 
conversation took place in her own excited brain of 
which she, the wretched dependent, was the subject. 
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OF CHABITT. 3 

Btit her desire to keep her own secret was even 
strengthened by the false notion, that her weakness 
and terrible agitation had presented, even at the very 
moment of his departure, an opportunity of unre- 
served confidence between the man she so hopelessly 
loved, and the being who had suddenly and unjustly 
usurped her place in his remembrance, if not in his 
whole affection. The mad, ungenerous thought 
steeled her against the gentle benefactress, whose 
heart had been so pained, thuogh uncomplaining, by 
the coldness of one from whom she had so enthusias- 
tically expected a return for the love she had lavished. 
So, smothering down her curiosity. Amy Lyle only 
asked, 

'' But you approve such a retreat. Miss Lester ?" 

" Most cordially for those to whom the world 
offers no better sphere of duty,^' replied Beatrice, 
with sudden animation. " No society can be perfect 
without a sanctified retreat, a hallowed shelter for 
those helpless in sex, age, or condition. These insti- 
tutions open a happy and useful career to many who 
would be miserable, because socially burthensome 
without tliem.^^ 

*' And some of the Protestant Sisters of Mercy are 
your friends ?'' 

''Beloved and respected ones/^ was the answer of 
Beatrice, with a kindling eye and radiant smile, " but 
that fact,^^ she continued, '' would not help to en- 

B 2 
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4 THE SISTER 

sure my approbation, dear Amy, as to your following 
their example in withdrawal from the world, at 
present. You are free, here, to follow your own 
pursuits. If you believe that deeds of charity bring, 
as undoubtedly they do, their own peaceful reward, 
your inclination need not be thwarted by the shadow 
of this roof. I have relinquished all attempt to force 
your appearance in company which seemed unconge- 
nial to you. My earnest wish is that you may regain 
sound health, and find an enduring happiness ; but, 
my beloved friend, I consider that mind and body 
are now suffering from a certain reaction which must 
prevent your being the best judge as to what may 
ultimately be good for either. Wait awhile. If 
then, liolding to the same belief, you can state your 
wishes to Mr. Neville, by letter. It is possible, too, 
that he may some day be present to give you his 
counsel.^^ And the speaker smiled, as the last few 
words dropped, hesitatingly, perhaps unintentionally, 
from her lips. 

Amy started. What did those words mean ? He 
—Eustace— to* return in time to give such counsel? 
But when she looked at Miss Lester, she was 
again absorbed in some deep meditation, while 
her small white hand reposed confidingly on the 
back of her ancient favourite; as he nestled his 
grizzly head against her knee. Por a moment, the 
heart of Amy throbbed with a wild delight; but 
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GE CHARITT. 5 

the delicious impulse of a great and unexpected 
joy> soon gave place to self-inflicted morbid torture. 

''But even if so— what would his return bring 
to me, but fresh misery! a new source of envy, 
malice— aye— uncharitableness perhaps— from which 
I seek to be delivered V 

''I am sure I shall not change my mind/* she 
said, "and I do not think any intention of mine 

would be deemed of much consequence by Eus , 

by Mr. Neville. But,^' (without witnessing Miss 
Lester's glance of astonishment, for her own eyes were 
cast down), ''but— if you wish me to pause in the 
step T know, and feel would be for my own eternal 
welfare— at least— oh ! pray permit me to realize a 
sense of independence by the exercise of my former 
pursuit;— let me make it my profession.'* 

"It grieves me. Amy,'' responded Beatrice in 
an earnest serious tone, "it grieves me to fancy, 
for a moment, that you should ever have felt other- 
wise than independent beneath my roof— you— my 
chosen companion, and friend. But I will in no 
wise interfere with such a scheme as you propose. 
If really for your own peace— permit me rather 
to aid you in it." 

"I have already tried— I confess—" hesitatingly 
began the young girl, but Miss Lester interposed; 
—her hands clasped, and her countenance suddenly 
expressive of some sense of relief, with : 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



6 THS SISTER 

''Then that was the reason : oh ! was it not dear 
Amy —that you went to the Strand the other day with- 
oat my knowledge ? The Dochess told me that Mary 
had seen you there— I thought it strange— but 
now, I see that you went to make inquiries as 
to the probable success of your little plan ?^' 

And rising quickly, she put her arm round Amy, 
and kissing her fondly and sympathizingly, she 
appeared to apologize for some mystery or suspicion ; 
in her charming candour, quite forgetting that 
extreme delicacy to the fedings of this young girl 
had prevented her seeking an explanation before. 
Amy could not withdraw from the cordial embrace, 
for the lady proceeded to seat her on the sofa by h^ 
side— and then said, with one of her peculiarly 
beaming smiles : 

"You need not have feared to trust me with 
your ambitious secret. Amy, had you remembered 
my theory as to the necessity of some specific pursuit 
for a woman/' 

''I feared to trespass on time and attention so 
valuable,'' began Amy; but the voice and words 
were evidently painful to Miss Lester, who, with a 
look of tender appeal, replied : 

''But ever at your serviced' 

The young girl blushed; there was something in 
the clear eyes raised so kindly to hers, and the meek 
tone of the last few words, which made her ashamed 
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OP CHAEITY, 7 

of herself; besides, the charming frankness and 
warmth of demeanour rendered her conscious, for 
the moment, of the humiliating contrast presented 
bj her own narrow-minded coldness. She hated 
herself at that instant, but almost mechanically fol- 
lowed the bent of the conversation with— 

''Mrs. Seymour was telling me, the other day, 
how much you had effected for the women in the 
dear place far away.^' 

'' In our old neighbourhood V^ asked Miss Lester, 
with a wistful glance. 

" Yes,^' went on Amy, almost nervously, for that 
tenderly expressive little word, " our,'* again smote 
her conscience. "Yes, she — Mrs. Seymour, I 
mean — was saying how useful many women are 
there now, who formerly lived a life of gossiping 
idleness. I remember that my father said, more 
than once, how much better it would have been to 
employ the minds of such.*' 

'' Ah ! I am glad to hear that,'' replied Beatrice, 
looking as simply pleased as a little child. '' Your 
father. Amy, must have been a good judge of the 
wants of the place where he laboured so long and 
untiringly.*' And then she added, with emotion, 
'' But blessed to you must be the knowledge that 
the seed sown in that remote comer by his hand is 
springing up abundantly." 

This graceful recognition of a past and present. 
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8 THE 8IST£R 

the work of another, in preference to any self- 
adulation, could not fail to touch Amy. Again she 
blushed, and was about to make some confused 

reply, when Dr. M was announced, or, rather, 

he ran in before his approach could be heralded in 
due form. 

" Oh, ladies ! What conspiracy between you in 
this snuggery ? Miss Lester, I make no apology for 
this early intrusion. I remember your gracious 
permission for all hours. A poor over-worked 
Southwark Doctor, you know, canH choose his 
own, or, rather, comply with the world^s time, like 
your dainty friends about here/^ 

And then, being assured of a hearty welcome, he 
turned to Amy. 

" Well, Miss Lyle ! And what have you been 
doing in this pleasant place? Not grown much 
fatter— eh ?^' he continued, unceremoniously feeling 
her arm, and wheeling her round towards the full 
light. "And what does this mean— a hot hand, 
and hollow eyes— ugh V* 

Then addressing himself to Beatrice ; 

" She hasn^t been dissipated— eh ?'^ 

" Quite the contrary .'' 

*' WouldnH go out at all, perhaps V^ 

''Dear Amy, plead guilty,^' suggested Beatrice, 
falling into the humour of the quaint but kind 
Doctor. 
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OF CHAKITY. 9 

*' Well, then, don^t ;'' he continued, patting Amy^s 
cheek, as he noticed her embarrassment, " for, per- 
haps, I know quite as much about your case as you 
do yourself,'^ (at which the said embarrassment was 
visibly augmented) ; '' and, besides, Pve had quite 
enough of pleading guilty, without the presence of 
an accuser, for one while/' 

*' How ?^' demanded Miss Lester. 

Upon which the Doctor told her of his last night^s 
adventure, winding up the narrative by an explana- 
tion that the gentleman whose watch had been stolen 
did not appear against the clever young thief, but 
that that hopeful prodigy was now lodged, with his 
own consent (following a full confession, and descrip- 
tion of the home misery which had ' druv him to do 
it '), and the magistrate's approbation, in a Reforma- 
tory. 

" That is satisfactory,'' responded Beatrice ; " but 
who was the gentleman ?" 

" Ah r' replied the Doctor, with a mock myste- 
rious solemnity, " that is what I want you to tell 
me." 

"I?" 

''Yes, you. Madam;" and then followed a full 
and correct description, which would have been a 
brand to some passports in its unmistakeable dis- 
tinctness, and crowned by the incognito's confession 
that Miss Lester's name was familiar to him. 

B 3 
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10 THE SISTER 

" Why, it must have been Major Percival/' she 
exclaimed. 

"Perhaps a good soldier, but not a Jon citoyen;" 
was the reply. 

'^ Indeed, I cannot say,'' rejoined Beatrice, un- 
willing to confirm the shrewd Doctor's guess by her 
own intangible suspicions ; " but what could he have 
been doing in Bermondsey ?" 

Dr. M shrugged his shoulders. The impres- 
sion made by the Major was certainly not favourable. 
Suddenly, he shifted the discourse. 

" But what were you talking about when I came 
in ?" he asked ; and again he glanced uneasily at 
Amy Lyle, as if he hoped by the question to gain 
some clue to her condition, physical or moral. 

Feeling herself appealed to, she answered almost 
abruptly : 

"About Miss Lester's endeavours in behalf of the 
women in my native place." 

Dr. M smiled at the reply for its manner, 

but the matter of it according so strangely with the 
Chartist's views expressed last night, he said : 

"Well, another odd coincidence. Miss Lester. 
Although a lover of order, you are illustrating and 
practically enforcing the doctrine of a Eepublican 
more than blood-red ;" and he repeated what Wells 
had declared, adding, " But does your attempt really 
work so well ?" 
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OP CHAKITT. 11 

"Admirably/' she replied, modestly, but truth- 
fully; "women's fingers are so much more supple 
than men*s, you know/' 

" And their perceptions more true and ke^ f he 
rejoined. 

" Then why should they be excluded from trades 
and occupations,'' she asked, " which bring all these 
into active and ben^cial service ?'^ 

"Although," he added, with i' bow, "Miss Lester 
would be the very last to rejoice at one of her sisters 
or herself being dubbed ' Doctor,' and so on, like 
some Transatlantic fair ones." 

She laughed, then resumed with«— 

" No, no. Such honours are not for us. Tou 
remember the failure of Tennyson's 'Princess' P" 

" Which would prove that intellect must succumb 
to woman's heart," he answered. 

"Or, rather, co-operate with it;" she naively 
amended. 

" And you believe that these provincial women's 
hearts are purified by the exercise of their brains ?" 

" I am led to hope so by the last report ; the 
workshops of a neighbouring town are also more 
prosperous through the agency of feminine fingers." 

" The continent has successfully tried the experi- 
nent," rejoined Dr. M 

"But too often to the detriment of the men;'' 
answered Beatrice, "in the district, however, of 
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which we were just now speaking, the husbMids and 
fathers, as you know, are laboriously engaged/' 

''And women, even children, too, were formerly 
employed there in hard labour'' — ^put in Amy, who 
at length seemed interested. 

"And doubtless degraded, thereby/' suggested 
the Doctor. 

'' So I heard," replied Beatrice, *' and that it was 
which first commanded some attention to a better 
state of things." 

Mrs. Seymour here entered. The diffidence of 
the heiress would have prohibited further men- 
tion of the wonderful weal eflfected by wealth in 
her hands, but when her aged friend, after a few 
cordial words with the Doctor, was informed of the 
conversation by him, she warmly proceeded : 

"Oh, yes; my dear Beatrice would never rest 
until—'' 

" She carried out your crotchets," interposed that 
young lady, in the vain endeavour to stop any pro- 
clamation, "come, come, Madre, you know the 
cobwebs in my poor brain were of your own 
weaving." 

"Crotchets, or cobwebs— pray proceed with;—" 
implored the Doctor. 

"She would never rest until women and chil- 
dren were rescued from severe labour," resumed 
Mrs. Seymour, " and taught the simple elements of 
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OF CHAEITY. 13 

common things, by which they could render their 
homes more thrifty and happy. This first plan 
succeeded; especially/' (and Mrs. Seymour looked 
kindly towards Amy) " as it was based — on the good 
ground dug by the late Incumbent ; but ascertaining 
from it that while the husbands and fathers were 
toiling in the mines or agriculture (though the hours 
were limited by a new decree) the weaker portion of 
the population was comparatively unoccupied, the 
practicability of profitable employment in the light 
trades of the neighbouring towns and villages na- 
turally suggested itself as a sequence to the instruc- 
tion received.'' 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



14 THE SISTEK 



CHAPTEE n. 

The Physiologist pleased — ^The Place where the Poor Man may 
hold up his Head I — ^An unenyiable existence — How a Good 
Man may become a Ghoul — Poor Curates — ^The Almoners of 
the Heiress — The Destiny of Four Letters. 

Miss Lesteb was summoned from the room, into 
which only a few favourites were admitted, by formal 
visitors. The conversation, however, continued. 

''And thus," said Dr. M , ''strength is 

economized, intelligence developed, and labour di- 
vided." 

" While the poor man^s income is doubled :" 
answered Mrs. Seymour. 

" More than doubled f he rejoined, " the economy 
of female intelligence in domestic life can only be 
estimated by those who see, as I do daily, the woeful 
want and waste of woman^s ignorance." 

"Yes," assented Mrs. Seymour, "even where 
delicate health, or a numerous offspring prevent 
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OF CHABITT. 15 

active occupation, money is saTed by such intelli- 
gence if not earned.'* 

''But women need not always go out of doors 
to work ?" suggested Dr. M . 

''Certainly not,** was the lady's reply, "an em- 
ployer, when convinced of their honesty and capa- 
bility, is often willing to entrust them with work of 
many kinds at theur own homes.'' 

"And even if not," timidly put in Amy, "there 
must^ from my own recollection of the people, be 
always some younger sister, or elder daughter to 
supply their place." 

" Well," exclaimed the Doctor, " I can only say 
that Miss Lester must by such means have 
' scotched,' if not killed that rattlesnake. Gossip— the 
fruit of Female Idleness." 

" And circumvented the demon — ^Drunkenness," 
added Mrs. Seymour. 

" By making the poor man's home clean and com- 
fortable ?" enquired the Doctor. 

" Yes," was the reply, " and also by providing 
and promoting wholesome amusements in the neigh- 
bourhood." 

" Capital !" exclaimed Dr. M who had a 

great respect for the physical development of the 
' free born Briton' as well as much faith in the pos- 
sibility of his moral training by an easy process. 
" Capital 1 1 do not think that in England the neces- 
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siiy for amusement and a pleasurable rest is compre- 
hended. Abroad, the Romish Calendar is friendly 
to these wants, at all events, whatever may be said 
of its other tendencies. The holidays it suggests 
are, indeed, wholesome for the people ; the health 
and happiness of these festival days are truly sancti- 
fied. Look on the other hand at overworked England ! 
Bah, my dear Madam, man was meant never to 
labour always, bbdy or brain ; and what right has 
a State— sloth that it often is— to set up a decree 
against an irrevocable, intelligible, and divine law ! 
Nature won't be coerced for ever I can tell you.'' 

And the Doctor even sprung from his soft easy 
chair in excitement. 

Beatrice had returned i^i time to witness his cha- 
racteristic agitation, and learn its cause. 

*' Ah !" she resumed, '^ and to this want of inno- 
cent recreation may, perhaps, be partly attributed 
our national sin — the incessant search, in every class, 
for money; and the idolatry it everywhere commands." 

Dr. M turned sharply round upon her and 

ejaculated : 

'^ By Midas and the Sphinx, you are in league 
with the Chartists again, Miss Lester." 

She smiled, but elevated her eyebrows in surprise, 
and the Doctor related in explanation and apology, 
the pecuniary part of Wells's consideration in the 
Bagged School last night, adding : 
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" But then he was jaundiced as Gold himself:-^ 
the pride which was piqued would alone present the 
Equality of which he was despairing/' 

" Then why did you not tell him to go to church?'* 
said Beatrice. 

" Whew— to church \" exclaimed Doctor M . 

" Yes," responded Beatrice seriously and quietly, 
" because if anything can help to ^ restore the level' 
that does." 

^ What— with a curtained pew on one side and a 
free poor seat on the other? With an awful beadle 
in gold, and an independent penniless man in tatters ?" 

*' Yes, my dear Dr. M , even then ;" she 

firmly but quietly answered, ^' because the conscious- 
ness, (as it has been somewhere better said before) 
the consciousness of how far we are all removed from 
the awful Majesty of the Supreme Being, makes 
every distinction little by contrast with that which is 
really great." 

" Miss Lester you convict me of an error by chal- 
lenging my memory," and he quoted from Paley : 

" ' If ever the poor man holds up his head it is 
at church, if ever the rich man views him with 
respect it is there; and both will be the better, 
and the public profited the oftener they meet in 
a situation, in which the consciousness of dignity 
in the one is tempered and mitigated, and the spirit 
of the other elevated and confirmed.' But the 
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worst of it ia" he adikd, ''that many of the poor 
in the wretched and crowded districts of London 
donH know the parson of the parish. They never 
see him but in his pulpit/^ 

'' Because/^ answered Beatrice, '' the proceeds of 
the living will not permit him to keep the proper 
number of curates, and it is impossible for one man 
to familiarize himself by attending to the bodily and 
spiritual wants of five, ten, or fifteen thousand souls/' 

" Hence,'' proclaimed Mrs. Seymour, ** the 
triumph of Dissent in such parishes." 

*' Or Bomaoism— ever on the alert," added Dr. 
M— , ''then the life of the Bector in such 
a parish is by no means ^viable, I can tdl 
you," said he. " Overworked and underpaid, with 
perhaps a wife and family dependent on him, 
and ordinary social daims to fulfil. Time flies by, 
and its hours of depression, shew that his la- 
bour in such a vast field is but as a drop to the 
ocean." 

" And if they do away with those barbarous intra- 
mural interments," continued Mrs. Seymour, " his 
case will be worse stiU, because of the loss of the 
burial fees." 

Beatrice looked round. quickly, but was relieved to 
find that Amy had left the room. None but herself 
seemed to remember the painful association of idea 
the allusion might have caused to her. Without 
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giving utterance to the thought which had flashed 
through her own mind in connection with her young 
feiend,— 

" But, surely/' said «h^ ^ in such a case the 
wealthier inhabitants of the parish would not permit 
its Sector to suffer from an essential reform I Even 
if not resident in the unpleasant locality themselves, 
they would rejnember that their factories and work- 
men are not removed from the spot whence they 
draw their suburban luxuries?'' 

'^ And that tiie honest poor upon whose toil and 
sweat such luxuries must be dependent, are still, or 
ought to be, the legitimate objects of the parish par- 
son's care— eh ?" rejoined Dr. M ♦ " The case 

seems simple enough, my dear Miss Lester, but— 
money— money! I should be sorry to risk my 
lancet-case in favour of the parson's chance." 

" But my dear Doctor," commenced Mrs. Sey- 
mour, remonstratingly. 

" Quite agrees," he interposed, '^ that the fear 
of such short-sighted cupidity among wealthy parish- 
ioners would be enough to prevent the Sector's own 
view of right and wrong— to turn a kind-hearted 
man into a sort of ghoul who must needs gloat, fof 
his own subsistence, over the desecrated remains of 
mortality in the London churchyards." 

** Ah ! let us hope for better help, where so much 
is to be done !" exclaimed Beatidce, and the Doctor 
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knowing how her whole nature recoiled against the 
barbarous profanity of these same grave-yards, turned 
the conversation, by asking her how many "par- 
sons^^ she had at work down in the country. 

'' Oh V^ she blushingly answered, '' one man, even 
if admirable and efficient as the venerable Mr. Lyle, 
could not compass the need of the population, in 
every respect ; and so the present Vicar has two help- 
mates/^ 

The extreme simplicity with which Miss Lester 
said this, and the bright hue on her cheek, assured 
the worthy Doctor from whose funds these extra 
parochial workers were paid. 

To relieve her embarrassment, he jokingly added : 

"And Fll warrant that the lady patroness finds 
the poor fellows enough to do even in such a remote 
and rural district/' 

"I believe the Clergy to be the proper dispen- 
sers of all good things/' she quietly said, "there 
cannot be too many bonds between them and the 
people.'' 

" Most true !" the Doctor warmly exclaimed. 
"And hence the horror of the anomaly in some of the 
underpaid, not having even the wherewithal to fill 
the mouths of their own half-starving children, while 
the plethoric pluralist, whose work they do, is roll- 
ing in his cushioned carriage and — but I must stop. 
Miss Lester — for, doubtless, you are acquainted with 
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many sach, while more than, one bishop most be 
among your particular friends P^ 

'^ But not more ' particular' I think/' interposed 
Mrs. Seymour, " than a poor but excellent man who 
has been here this morning. He has been in Holy 
Orders more than twenty years, the greater part of 
which time he has laboured in two parishes in a most 
unhealthy district. His health is, in consequence, 
completely broken, and having been compelled for 
the sake of dear life, to seek a better atmosphere, he 
is earning a livelihood by teaching music, and writing 
for magazines. This expediency was sorely against 
his conscience, having been vowed to the work of 
the Church ; but what could he do ?'' 

*' Oh ! it is sometimes easy to die f* suggested 
Dr. M , with another start from his chair. 

"But not for this man,'* interposed Beatrice, "be- 
cause his death would leave a wife and children beg- 
gars. Love like his for them is very tenacious of 
life.^' 

" And has he not insured his life ?*' 

"Nay, Dr. M ,'' replied Miss Lester, "how 

would that have been possible out of a scanty 
pittance of £80 per annum P' 

" Well, welV' continued the Doctor, " I don't feaf 
for his future now. Doubtless, Miss Lester has 
canvassed his merits as one of her almoners of the 
' good things' down ▼onder or elsewhere." 
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Beatrice coloured^ bot Mrs. Sejmour smiled^ and 
knowingly nodded her head in assent. 

"But what do you think. Miss Lester, of giving 
Amy Lyle something to do somewhere in the 

pure air P' asked Dr. M , looking round to 

assure himself that the young lady was not in the 
room. 

*' Ah V cried Beatrice, '' you think she needs 
change— that her health is not good.^' 

"My dear lady, there's something wrong with 
your protegee. Perhaps, the sight of her native 
place might put her to rights.^' 

"But might it not recall painful memories ?'* 
asked Miss Lester, who was evidently deeply, and 
earnestly interested in all that concerned her charge, 
and anything but oblivious of her recent appeal for 
'independence.' 

"No j I think it would more probably soothe her ; 
does she occupy herself?'* 

" Yes — and she is anxious to dedicate herself to 
her pencil more vigorously than might be beneficial 
to her health." 

" Pooh — pooh, my dear Miss Lester, let her do 
so by all means ; if your chivalry did not stand in 
the way you would perceive that this case need offer 
no exception to your own theory of some proper 
vocation for a woman." 

"But indeed, poor Amy is so very delicate." 
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''But her mind k more diseased than her body :" 
abruptly exclaimed the Doctor. 

''Alas I you know the ordeal she has passed, dear 
Sir/' 

"And the blessed contrast which the present 
ought to offer, dear Madam. No, no. Do as I 
advise. Let her go into the country among familiar 
sights and sounds, and paint away as much as she 
likes ; it will be better for her than staying here.'' 

" She shall decide for herself,'' said Beatrice. " If 
such a visit to old scenes should really be her wish, 
you know, dear Madre, an opportunity may soon 
occur for carrying it into effect." 

" Are you going down to the Castle ?" asked the 
Doctor of Beatrice. 

" No ; but Mrs. Seymour will be there for some 
time, shortly." 

" And you ?" suggested Dr. M— — , who seemed 
rather curious on the point. 

"Have other engagements," she answered, with 
some embarrassment. 

"For which I'm not sorry/' interposed this very 
odd and pertinacious Doctor. Then, quite abruptly, 
he asked if any news had lately been received of 
Eustace Neville. What meant that crimson glow on 
the face of Beatrice? What was there in the 
question to cause the words of her answer to drop 
hesitatingly from her lips as she truthfully told of the 
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Australian letter of which my reader already knows ? 
Did she at all suspect the real state of Amy Lyle's 
distorted feelings towards her^ or was there any 
secret in her own heart which, if revealed, might 
have justified the morbid jealousy of that unhappy 
girl? 

"Yes — yes, let her go if she will,^' again ex- 
claimed the Doctor, as he jumped up to say good 
bye, " and though you may not like to part from her 
at the time, you will one day thank me for my 
prescription/' 

The proposal was made to Amy, and, to the 
surprise of her protectress, despite all the shrewd 
Doctor had said, it was accepted. You who have 
traced through these pages, the workings of her 
heart, will understand two of her reasons ; the desire 
to rid herself from the presence of her benefactress, 
whose affection and watchfulness were a perpetual 
reproach, and the hope that some hallowed influence 
in that far-off locality would reveal to her the ways 
and means of a more peaceful future. 

The neighbourhood of the Castle was connected 
with all that had ever been most pure in her own 
heart and life. The coming to London seemed the 
barrier between childhood and womanhood — ^joy and 
sorrow. 

The yearnings of this poor wanderer were all for 
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goodness; that made her lot^ thoagh not by any 
means a very uncommon one^ so peculiarly dis- 
tressing. Her affections were strong ; and now— 
behold them slighted by one over which they 
hovered, and unable to find a resting-place where 
circumstances and gratitude commanded them to 
take refuge I 

Her judgment rendered up its full allegiance to 
the noble creature who had lavished upon her every 
indulgence. She was quite aware, too, of the 
trial her own shortcomings must have been in return 
for such unbounded kindness, but Amy was too 
sincere to dissemble. Perhaps under any circum- 
stances it would scarcely have been possible for her 
to have regarded Beatrice Lester in the sweet fami- 
liar light of a sister. There was no great dis- 
crepancy between their ages, but Amy Lyle appeared 
a child in comparison, because she was naturally a 
very dependent being who felt more than reasoned in 
every phase of her life. And, like a child, her great 
wish at that time, was to become good again ; so she 
asked herself, did not such a wish sanction the ap- 
proach to those distant graves of the dear ones? 
His mother was laid in that quiet churchyard afar off, 
and she would pray by her grave for his welfare though 
it must be for ever a something sundered widely from 
herself. And did not that mother bless them both 

VOL. 11. 
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with her dying breathy and were thejjr not united in 
her last thoughts P 

Aye. Then why should poor Amy whose only 
crime had been to love too well^ fear to profane the 
sacred resting place wifch her presence P 

So this londy child who had only lately shrunk in 
terror from the idea of spiritual insight^ now longed 
to bare her troubled heart to one who had given 
sweet sympathy to its beatings in childhood^ but 
whose voice of kindness had long ago been silenced 
by the grave* Strange inconsistency^ but an earnest 
of intense suffering. Such suffering never knows 
much of logicy much less in one whose heart is more 
potent than the brain. Besides^ her dream had 
soothed her on this point. She still fancied she 
beheld her father blessing her; but the sister— who 
was that P In whose living hand could hers repose 
—in such love^ such strength and confidence P And 
with the memory of that dream^ came back the 
hallowed repose of the sanctuary broken only by the 
glorious chant of praise ! 

Her weary spirit^ weary with its strife^ and 
oppressed by its secret, was hushed by that vision, 
and sought a refoge in its remembrance. People 
may laugh at such a possibility, and call it the 
romance of a love^sick girl, but Amy Lyle had no 
claim on any railway age experience ; her whole life 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



oir cHAaiTY- 27 

had been of sentiment rather than hard facts. Even 
starvation in Bermondsej was easier for her to endure 
than the intense sympathy for the one who had 
suffered it with her. And starvation is a very stem 
fact^ indeed; but a sentiment may be stronger still. 
The history of such a woman may be told in four 
letters ; there is nothing else to read in the stars for 
her, but— Love. 



c 2 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



28 THE SISTEE 



cHAPrEE in. 

The Migor Climbs — ^The Actor in an Old Story— A Ftndfnl 
Resemblance — ^The Young Captain's Cardinal Points — ^The 
Major Shirks the * Madre'— The Steward's Postscript 

DuAiNO the weeks which elapsed before the de- 
parture of Amy and Mrs. Seymour, (and they were 
among the gayest weeks of the season) Beatrice 
Lester could not but be conscious of the frequent 
presence of Major Percival. It was almost incredible 
how he climbed from one step to the other of the 
social ladder^ in an exclusive comer; for^ at firsts 
appearing only at rare intervab^ he was now almost 
everywhere. 

His manner to Miss Lester was remarkable. 
Unpresuming, it could not possibly give offence, nor 
authorize any haughty demonstration on her part ; 
but, with all due deference, he evidently lost no 
opportunity of being near her. Never, however, had 
he entered her house ; once he might have done so 
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with Charles Villars, but, strange to say, he declined 
the unexpected opportunity^ 

''It is the oddest thing," exclaimed Captain 
Yillars, ''how that man has managed to get on 
among us !'^ 

" Who r' asked Beatrice, 

"Why your devoted admirer. Major Percival. 
Without any footing, at first, but that which the 
vanity of my Lady sister-in-law permitted, he is 
approved and accepted/' 

And perhaps, in his off-hand way, the Honourable 
Charles had hit the right nail on the head. Major 
Percival was decidedly popular among the ladies, and 
his dibut had originally been at the house of his 
lordly elder brother. 

" But let us not talk of him— his memory, my 
dear Miss Lester, counteracts the pleasant atmosphere 
of your drawing-room — renders it oppressive— and 
to me it has never been so welcome as to-day. OhJ 
Tm so tired V 

"Lideed-why?'' 

"Fve been so hard at work,'' he laughed, "beat- 
ing up recruits, under the command of her ladyship, 
my sister-in-law, rolling the drum, you know, to her 
fife." 

"What do you mean, Charles?" asked Mrs. 
Seymour. 

" Why, my dear Madam, a portentous sign has 
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appeared in the political hemisphere*^ a blazing 
comet with a flaming tail -^ a Manchester Man with 
a conscience appended unto him/' 

''WellP* 

'^ My sister finding that this wonder was to be viewed 
from central regions has been there to explore.'' 

" Indeed P' (scarcely heeding him.) 

''Yesj but now. Miss Lester, do show some 
womanly curiosity -^a 'toadi of sympathy/ proving 
yourself 'akin' to others of your sex; do ask me 
whether the problem she went to solve was astrono- 
mical, geographical, or — i^ la Martineau— pditically 
economical. Such unknown regions P' 

''Well, what did she find in the centre of the 
terra incognita ? A sea into which other streams 
are continually flowing V* 

"Ah I you guess. H» visit was a tacit confess 
sion of the philosophy of your covert allusion. The 
Aristocracy tributary; compelled, by the laws of time 
and tide, to amalgamate.^' 

" You give me credit for more philosophic pene- 
tration than my due," answered Beatrice^ laughing 
at his manner* " With all respect for the poetry of 
your nature ; your metaphors-^blazing comet and all 
• are indistinct to my perception." 

** Ha, ha ! clothed in downy cotton I" he cried. 
" I thought I should be obscured by the 'raw ma- 
terial,' when I was there — but—" 
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'* If you would condescend to speak in plain 
language/^ suggested Mrs. Seymour. 

''Well, then, T was taken there,'' he resumed, 
*^ to find a machine which might prop up the Minis* 
try. Yotes, you know, are valuable; the Senate 
itself is shakey. Intellect without faith, in the 
Ministry, then suddenly found out that there was 
a certain Commercial Comet with a Conscience ; the 
movements of which — ^by the weight of this appen- 
dage—had hitherto been somewhat ' eccentric,' as 
the mov^nents of such luminous bodies generally 
are. The Confessor of this Conscience had been the 
'Whipper-in.' His doubts being breathed beyond 
the confessional of the House of Commons, my sister 
determined, with the courtesy of a courtly Christian, 
to settle them ; moreover, as a disciple of St. Bennett, 
she bethought her of the excellent system, so long 
heretically abandoned, of the sale of indulgences; 
and away she went on her pilgrimage, to cany an 
olive-branch to Mrs. I^inwell— a ticket for the 
Queen's balL And, oh! if you had but bdidd 
Mrs. Spinweli, wrapt in the toils of the administra- 
tive web, and bowing before the Belgravian Saint I" 

Beatrice smiled, and, looking at Mrs. Seymour, 
shook her head in deprecation. 

"Now, Miss Lester," continued the volatile 
Charlie, " if s cruel of you to withhold from me the 
praise due to my merit of having this day so helped 
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to save my country ! But, time enough for you to 
look demure^ with a merry sparkle in your eye^ 
when you meet dear Mrs. Spinwell, at the Palace — 
which you will on the nineteenth. But Fve not 
told you all yet. Believing that the visit was to 
tie up the knots of some senatorial yam of her good 
man, in which (although she still believes it is woof 
of the warp to the welfare of the country) he entangled 
himself some nights since in the House, and which was 
subsequently torn to pieces— the yam, I mean— by 
strange animals, whose mysterious existence is pro- 
claimed from time to time by their cries imitative of 
domestic animals— she proposed with a dreadful defe- 
rential appeal to ' my lady ' to compensate for the 
absence of the Comet by the introduction of a new 
tail— a tribe of little Consciences. And positively, 
we waited while these were ' got up ' for the occa- 
sion. It was the ' getting up/ in that house, from 
the street-door to the drawing-room, which made me 
less ashamed of myself for being there, and offered 
some excuse for 'my lady's' intrasion. Mrs. Spin- 
well, herself, came in smoking hot from the process ; 
the drawing-room was chilled to freezing-point there- 
by ; the servant, one of the professed * trustworthies,' 
was in that state of starch which reminded me of ^ a 
pet parson.' 'EgadP I thought, 'how laborious is 
gentility.' But, after all, the 'getting up' was 
nothing to the ' letting-down ' of the guest ; if you 
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liad bat have seen her, like a bad actress in a small 
comedj, reminding her dear Mrs. Spinwell that they 
had met before I If you had bat beheld her newly- 
born maternal solicitade and sympathy, while hold- 
ing the lately-washed Jemima and Matilda at arm's 
length I And then, the delivery of her ticket-of- 
leave— the hint of her indalgence— the invitation to 
Her Majesty's Ball I Now, won't Mrs. Spinwell go 
a-head ? Woe to the Conscience between a Whipper- 
on and a Whipper-in." 

" Ah !" added Mrs. Seymoar, *' the ambition of 
sach wives is an important element in the present 
state of aSiairs. Party may in nowise dare to over- 
look their desire for further 'Society' than that of 
the parliamentary tools— their husbands." 

''But," continued Captain Villars, "to come back 
to our starting-post, as the worthy Major is neither 
Whig nor Tory, I repeat that it is very strange 
how he should have come to London and prospered 
there." 

" It strikes me equally so," said Mrs. Seymour, 
" from what I have heard you say of him (for, re- 
member, I have never yet seen the gentleman), that 
he should have passed so many years in India, and 
have only attained the rank of Major." 

"Oh I but it is a. mistake," said the Captain, 

" that he has served very long in India; as to how 

many years he may have been there, or anywhere 

else, is more than I can tell." 

3 
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''And yet he is not a very young m&nP'' 6an- 
tinued Mlrs* 8eynlour> who seldom betrayed so much 
curiosity about any person^ " What, thftn, caA he 
have been doing the greater part of his life V 

*' He seems to me/* replied Captidn ViUars, ''to 
have had some experience of every land and every 
people, but always as a ditucki from anything in 
particular. A certain statesman friend of ours, Miss 
Lester, has been proclaimed the type of 'Intellect 
without Faith,' but this stranger would pass very w«U 
for 'Experience without a Principle/ '' 

"Perhaps he has been engaged in diplomacy/' 
suggested Mrs. Seymour. 

" Not he,'' answered tiie young man, ^' although," 
he added, ^' of all extraordinary likenesses I ever 
saw (save in the colour of hair and moustache), the 
Major bears the strongest to an Austnan p(dic&- 
agent I remember at Florence in ^49/' 

" Not very flattering !" exclaimed Beatrice, whose 
Italian blood and recollection recoiled from the 
very mention of that wily and secret agency, through 
the demoniacal workings of which more than one 
near and dear to her had been thrown into dun- 
geons, unconscious of the crime imputed to tiiem, 
and of their false accuser. Cs^ain YiUars had 
forgotten the delicate ground 6n which he stood, 
and, in his hilarity repeated the offence [oi thfc 
marvellous likeness to the Duchess Of Ayrton, who 
now entered. 
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•^Nonswisc,'' said her Grace^ ''yoa are only 
envious^ Charles Yillars. I do not meet this Major 
Percival often myself, but am as well aware as you 
are, that he is considered the handsomest man in 
town/' 

''£nvioas of Mephistophdes I'' ejaoolated the 
Captain. ''No, the enforced laziness of my pro- 
fession has, thanks to the use which is our second 
nature, crushed ambition, and even checked rivalry 
in my soul/' 

''Would a stout, stirring war re^animate you?*' 
asked the Duchess, laughing. 

"It is not courage, but confidence I want,*' he 
answered, with mock distress, "for, really, despite my 
epaulettes, I do tiunk the former would pluck up 
in answer to the trumpet. But how to bear the 
fatigues and hardships of a campaign I have no 
idea, my whole experience being bounded by a 
mock-fight, a barrack, a London Club, and a Parisian 
Hotel/' 

Poor fellow I He little thought how soon the 
Crimean trenches would offior a change \ 

"Ah I those are your Cardinal Pointsi,'' answered 
the Duchess merrily, "but I do think it is strangely 
kuaaentable that you never benefit by change 
of air, £rom whiche¥er of the four quarters it 
Uows/' 

"Major Percival^ howev^,'' said Mnk Seymour, 
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inqairmglyj ''has been proved in courage and con- 
fidence?'' 

''Certainly/' frankly replied Captain Villars, "he 
is known to be brave and enduring." And then 
was added. 

"But, by the way, Mrs. Seymour he has not 
valour enough to hce you." 

"Not face me r 

" No, several times, to my knowledge, you might 
have encountered him but for his own avoidance. In 
fact, I came across him this very morning, and, on 
being told my destination," (with a bow to Beatrice) 
"he thankfully agreed to accompany me, — nay, when 
I think of it, he eagerly proposed to do so, but, when 
we had proceeded half way, your name. Madam, 
somehow came uppermost in the conversation, and 
no sooner did he find you on the tapis than, making 
some excuse, he left me to pay my visit alone." 

"How ridiculous, Charles!" exclaimed his aged 
friend. "From a child you were always famed for 
your fancies." 

But Beatrice pondered. The coincidence was 
remarkable, that she had also observed the same 
qrmptom in this stranger. Yet she did not speak, 
for she was conscious of an interest in the man 
who had so suddenly appeared in her circle which, 
though the reverse of the sentiment he evidently 
hoped to inspire, rendered it difficult to disembarrass 
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her mind from his presence. The species of fasci- 
nation he exercised over her would be understood by 
those who have found it almost impossible to turn 
away from an object of aversion. But it was not 
the fascination of terror. The consciousness, never- 
theless, was extremely painful and rather humi- 
liating, and blaming herself for an ungenerous 
sentiment towards one for whom she only dedred 
to fed a perfect indifference, she refrained from 
unnecessary mention of his name, and still more 
from any appearance of dislike or distrust when she 
met him. This line of conduct shewed that she was 
not Pharisee enough to perceive the real clue, and 
much less to boast of it in the words : 

** Ask you what provocation I have had ? 
The strong antipathy of good to bad !'' 



The evening preceding the departure of Mrs. 
Seymour and Amy for the CSastle, Beatrice received a 
letter from her old steward there. After an elabo- 
rate account of the many things of which he was the 
laithful guardian, his young mistress came upon a 
passage upon which she requested her " dear Madre'' 
to throw some light. 

*' He tells me 1'^ she exclaimed, '' that the grand- 
child of our good old Balph,'' (the man who had 
carried her insensible to his cottage by the stream 
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jears before), '' has retamed ; -to whom does he al- 
lude r 

for an instant, Mrs. Sejmoor looked confused^ 
and then replied, in rather a constrained voice : 

'^ I do not remember her myself, but I have heard 
that the poor old man had a grand*daaghter, named 
'EUen/'' 

^' Where has she been daring so many years P'^ 
asked Beatrice. 

Again the cara Madre was a little less self-pos- 
sessed than usual, but she answered : 

''In Australia, I beliere^ with her husband. 
The old folks ncTer spoke of her to me but once, 
and then I inferred from what they said, that her 
husband was not a good person, that she had mar- 
ried him without their consent, that they had never 
ceased to mourn her loss, but believed her return 
hopeless during the life time of the man she had 
chosen. Also, that she had had a large family, but 
4iiey had died in infancy, ie^ttaibutable, in the belief of 
those who had always continued to sjrmpatiiize and to 
love her, to the trouble and anxiety i^e had unda^ 
gone.'' 

" Ah r' exdaimed Beatrice, *' here is a litite post- 
script on the subject, whi(^ seems, by the bye, to be 
one of peculiar interest at the Castle ; it runs thus : 
and she read, 

'' ' It is said that W liusband is dead. Hie pow 
^creiilare is very much dtered from what I remend)er 
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her as an innocent young girl, and it's a dull life for 
her enough, between her bed-ridden grandmother 
and a poor, puling, sickly thing of a child, she has 
brought home with her. It is some change for her 
to come up now and then to the Castle, if you. 
Madam, do not object to her doing so.' 

" Object !" reiterated the kind-hearted Beatrice, as 
she refolded the letter. '* Certainly not to anything 
which can help to restore the unhappy woman. 
Poor creature I fancy, cara Madre, a widowed 
mother's anxiety for her only child in such a case ; 
pray do all you can for the good of both." 

Mrs. Seymour gazed at the generous and beau- 
tiful creature beside her, with even more than her 
usual tenderness. Beatrice, looking up, caught 
sight of that wistful glance, and with an impassioned 
gesture, threw herself into the arms of her venerable 
friend, and wept like a child on her bosom. The 
'^ dear mother" strained her to her heart. 

" But why these tears ?" she softly asked. 

"Nay, I scarcely know," answered Beatrice, 
struggling to smile through them, "perhaps I do 
not like parting with yoa for even so short a time.'^ 

But Mrs. Seymour did not offer to remain, neither 
did the heiress suggest the other remedy by pro- 
posing to accompany her. The obstacle was toa well 
comprehended to need diseussiou then and there -, 
the temporary separation was inevitable. 

VOL. II. c 4 
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CHAPTER IV. 

The Season Oyer — A Gentle Hint — ^The Villa at Richmond — 
Unexpected Guest — The Shrubbery — An Unpublished Letter 
— ^Italian Sympathies — Southern Talk, but nothing New. 

The London season was over. The opera was 
closed^ the parks were dusty, the London gardens 
were parched, the streets were turned up, Belgravia 
was deserted, and Bermondsey was more foul than 
ever. The midland regions were hushed in emulous 
quiet. If their inhabitants were not out of town 
like the Duchess of Ayrton and Beatrice Lester, 
they chose to be considered so ; and shutting up 
their front windows, lived in the back rooms, ig- 
noring a world from which the glory had fled. What 
shall be said of those whose lives are passed in 
obsequious imitation ? Lives ! Nonsense. Life is 
liberty, free agency; but this existence is but the 
imperfect reflection of a smooth mirror set in a nar- 
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row frame ; there is no more freedom in it, if as 
much, than in the mass chained down by the world's 
hard task-masters in poor polluted Bermondsej. 
Instead of living during the hot autumn in the back 
rooms of the mid-regions, and there beguiling time 
by Transatlantic woes, if these enfranchised house- 
holders would but take a change of air, and achieve 
a new experience by a Transpontine journey ! 

If they knew how often the rich and fashion- 
able Miss Lester had done so, they would, no doubt, 
follow her example ; but, unfortunately for the inte- 
rests of society at large, that young lady was not 
ostentatious. 

And, having done much work, very quietly, 
during the past season in London, that 6ligante was 
refreshing her health at a lovely villa on the banks 
of the Thames, sufficiently far from the great Baby- 
lon for that noble stream to have purified itself. She 
was the choice and beloved guest of a host and 
hostess not so noble by birth as by nature, and 
the centre of all that was most refined, tasteful, 
and animated in a small but well assorted circle. 
Perhaps her brilliant and varied accomplish- 
ments, her feminine perfections, could not be better 
ascertained and appreciated than in the leisure a 
country-house affords. Some there had learned to 
love, where in London they had only wondered. 
And this, especially among the women. By her own 
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sex^ the gentle Beatrice was often talked about as a 
" blue-stocking/^ a female gladiator, or an image 
of gold ; but nothing could be more* unlike either 
of these horrible prodigies, than the fresh, frank, 
amiable girl in her exquisite morning dress at the 
breakfast table, the merry companion of the mid-day 
drive in the most faultless of Faridan bonnets, or 
the unassuming but true musician and graceful 
dancer of the evening. 

The Duchess of Ayrton had been there for a short 
time, and, like many ladies apart from their lords, 
surpassed herself during those few days ; but, being 
summoned to Scotland, she had ungraciously sub- 
mitted to a marital decree, and her young friend 
was left in the charge of the hostess aforesaid. 

But, after a brief period filled up with friendship, 
flowers, pleasant conv^se, and the enjoyments of 
sights, sounds, and smells which none could so well 
appreciate as the one who had been doing double 
duty in London, Beatrice Lester was startled from 
her repose by the sudden appearance of Major Perci- 
val, who accompanied a friend on a wedc's visit. The 
hostess had been taught to believe that the Anglo*> 
Indian would be an agreeable addition, as " Spen- 
ser of ours,'' the friend alluded to, had lost no 
opportunity of impressing such a conviction on her 
mind. 

However unpleasant the thrill caused to Miss 
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Lester by this unezpectecl arriTal, it would have 
been ridicoloas as impossible to run away from an 
influence whi^h^ however painful^ was merely^ as she 
deemed it^ the shadow of her own imagination. 
But, as the week wore on, she found herself more 
than once invdved in a tSte-c^tSte with the myste- 
rious stranger. 

He seemed to divine her habits, her tastes, and 
in whatever haunts these might lead her, he, by 
some incomprehensible incident or accident, sprung 
up by her side. There was a secluded shrubbery 
walk in which, as it was not often visited by the 
rest of ihe company, fke had loved to wander alone, 
thinking over some plan for the good of others, me- 
ditating on her beloved Italy and its crushed condi- 
tion, desiring some intelligence from her "Madre** 
and proteg^, or absorbed in reflections into which 
neither you, nor I, dear reader, have a right to 
peep. The deep shade of the trees, the song of 
birds overhead, the mossy carpet beneath her fee^ 
and the glimpses of the wlvery river, allowed by a 
little natural vista here and there, all helped to make 
this retreat delicious to one who, by education and 
habit, was deeply contemplative. Her annoyance^ 
thereiore, was extreme when her prized and wonted 
seclusion was invaded by the man whose presence 
she most dreaded. But Beatrice was far too 
much accustomed to the usages of a world which 
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succeeds^ at all events^ in perfecting an habitual 
self-control^ to manifest a shrinking distaste as might 
have done some boarding-school demoiselle ; besides^ 
being long nnnsed to be tyrannized over in any 
form^ her high spirit challenged her to stand her 
ground and gain a victory over an influence which 
militated against its independence. 8o> without 
quickening her step, or manifesting any embarrass- 
ment beyond the bright spot on her cheek of which 
she was not conscious^ she permitted Major Fercival 
to walk by her side. Upon one such occasion he said 
in the most simple^ natural way in the world : 

" I am so happy to have met you, Miss Lester, 
for in my hand I hold a letter which may not be un- 
interesting to you f and, shewing it to her, '^ it 
comes,'* he said, " from Mazzini.'* 

^'Mazzini! To youT' she ejaculated, her sur- 
prise overcoming her reserve. 

"No, not to me,'' he blandly answered, ''but to a 
friend of mine who takes as deep an interest in Italy 
as even Miss Lester can do/* 

Beatrice glanced keenly and searchingly towards 
him ; but there was nothing to be seen in his hand- 
some face but a kindly courtesy, and grave respect 
of his companion, and the subject he had introduced 
to her notice. 

Encouraged by her silence, he proceeded, 

'' He accuses the Socialists of making life a ' search 
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for happiness/ instead of a mission for the accom- 
plishment of a duty 1'* 

''True enough/' answered Beatrice. '' But, if the 
letter be private, are you at liberty to proclaim its 
contents to meP Bemember, that though ar- 
dently longing for Italy's emancipation, I have but 
little faith in the means by which Mazzini would 
accomplish it/' 

''Oh 1" he exclaimed, with a slight hauteur, and 
scarcely perceptible smile, '' I betray no confidence. 
The contents of this letter will ultimately be pub- 
lished." 

''I hope that they may," answered Beatrice, ''for 
even that one sentence disproves a vulgar English 
notion which classes its writer with those whom he 
repudiates." 

" But you need not be surprised at that/' said the 
Major, " after what I heard the other day at a pro- 
vincial dinner-party. Hungary and her brave sons 
were mentioned; when a stiff,* country, old Tory 
lawyer, sipped his wine, and denounced Kossuth as 
'a rebel 1'" 

The love of liberty, and the light of the South 
flashed from the eyes of Beatrice, but her curling lip 
disdained a reply. 

" And now, again, for Mazzini /' continued the 
Major, and he read, "'They (the Socialists) may 
preach the well-being of all, but they will only suc- 
ceed in creating egotists.' " 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



46 THE SISTER 

" Whereas/' answered Beatrice, cjuite forgetful, in 
the solemnity of her creed, any personal antipathy to 
the man who heard her utter it, '^ whereas, true 
liberty must be the inspiration of Heaven. Vain is 
the boast of man, whose selfishness will not prosp^. 
The Almighty Father is the only real friend of the 
oppressed. He alone is the Alpha and the Omega of 
all that is great, or durable, or good/' 

A secret spring had been touched of a righteous 
and honest heart. If but by the accident of a pro- 
fane finger, the vision of enthusiasm was too 
dazzling to be welcome to any one accustomed only 
to the dusky sights of a lower hemisphere. Major 
Fercival was taken aback, but in a moment he re- 
covered his self-possession enough to say : 

'' Your sympathy with suffering is intense.'' 

How vtjxatious to himself the common-place he 
had uttered I It could not be otherwise; unless, by 
becoming suddenly regenerate, he too could be 
crowned and radiaiR with the might and power of 
Truth. 

Beatrice, with a lip still quivering, turned towards 
him. 

^'Tes;" she calmly said, " and with the sufferings 
of Italy especially. But I never felt more hopeful of 
their just cause, than when I beheld the oppressed 
people standing, for a brief period— two years ago —in 
palaces abounding in every object of luxury and art, 
yet triumphant over the temptation to touch a sin^e 
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article by which individaal pov^iy might have been 
relieved/' 

'^ Ah 1 were you there then P*' asked Major Percival, 
with an ahnost imperceptible starts but white cheek. 

'' Yes, and methought that such self-control was 
ihe best argument in favour of the self-government 
for which they were no more unfitted than when be- 
neath its fostering wing those treasures of Art, costly 
in every comer of the civilized world, were executed. 
Alas ! that usurpation and tyranny should trample 
on the hearts, and hold down the minds, from whence 
the glories of former days have issued ! This des- 
potism has done all but darken the blue sky, or dim 
the stars above a land so favoured by the choicest 
gifts of a liberal Nature. And from the blessed 
sight of even those, has it incarcerated many and 
many of the sons of that fair, and genial, and 
glorious country V 

''An infernal work indeed V' muttered the Major, 
"but do you think that the policy of free nations 
will co-operate to strike off the shackles ?" 

'' Not easy to amalgamate IVance and England in 
such a policy,^' she answered. " Eemember, I am but 
a woman and no politician ; but I have a right to 
feel in this matter; and it does seem to me, as 
explained by another, that the one (France) will look 
to a supremacy at Rome, the other (England) to her 
interests in the Mediterranean. And yet to England 
all eyes turn with hope— how long, how long ?'* 
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They walked on for a nuirnte in silence, and then 
she resumed in a tone^ with her, unusually sarcastic. 

''But even if John Bull be slow to rouse by glory, 
his self-interest might goad him on to help in this 
case ; by that his policy is not so difficult to excite/' 

Then the Major innocently asked. ''How, 
especially in the case of Italy ? but I need not ask : 
I see; India, Malta, and Gibraltar, with the Ionian 
Isles must ever make him solicitous as to the 
Mediterranean/' 

" And France ?" suggested Beatrice, 

" Has her own interests to sustain in the same 
direction;*' answered the Major, who, though now 
talking and looking as if anew light had just dawned 
on his mind, had no doubt long before been primed 
on the subject. To his comprehension, Marseilles, 
Algiers, and the policy of Catholicism, had long 
ago struck the balance as to the Italian interests of 
the two great countries. 

"To prove," he continued, again referring to the 
letter in his hand, " to prove, that Mazzini estimates 
the full danger of the latter consideration to England 
and her Institutions, I need only remind you of what 
these pages re-assert, that he began his Italian 
mission in this country by the means of the Bible 
Society. He proclaimed himself a member of it, 
hoping thereby to enlist the sympathies of Protes- 
tantism in the 'Italian cause/ " 

" Yes, I am aware of it. And from the fact may 
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be inferred^ that many of the dreadful tales told of 
Some ecclesiastical, are fabricated, or exaggerated 
for political purposes. To make the great question/' 
she continued, her eye again flashing, ''to pervert 
it from its first sublime principle to a strife between 
party, creed, or sect, is unworthy that banner of 
liberty, beneath which the sons of Heaven, and 
inheritors of Heaven's best privileges, are challenged 
to range themselves. The call of suffering echoes 
through Europe. Let the free beware that the 
response to anything so distinct come not too late. 
The cause is universal and sacred/' 

Failing the enthusiasm he would have climbed 
the Alps to find (for his own purpose), the Major 
shielded himself in an apt quotation. 

'' 'Not only those who actively support, but those 
who passively tolerate, an unlawful government, are 
involved in all the guilt of its members, and all the 
consequences thence arising. He commits evil, who 
does not, by all lawful means, endeavour to overcome 
it with good.' " 

" 'For the wrath is revealed from Heaven against 
all ungodliness and unrighteousness,' " she rejoined. 

" But may not Italy," resumed the Major, after 
another short pause, "present a difficulty in her- 
self?" 

"How?" 

"By the rivalry of her different States. You, 

VOL. n. D 
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Miss Lester^ know better than most people^ how 
antagonistic the elements of these are one to the 
other/' 

"But/* she exclaimed^ "what so effectual to 
reconcile^ to heal^ and amalgamate, as the com* 
mon justice of a common cause, and that cause— 
Suffering?'' 

." Well, in this, at least, you give in your adhesion 
to one of extreme views/' 

" If that be his creed/' she replied, " it is also the 
experience of human nature under every form, and 
in every time. Collectively or individually, there is 
no bond so potent as the sympathy of a great grief/' 

"And yet the possibility of such union has been 
sneered at/' 

" And its necessity also prophetically beheld,'^ and 
she went away from him, saying to herself: 

*< ! my beauteous land ! so long liud low^ 
So long the grave of thy own chUdren's hopes 
When there is but required a single blow 
To break the chain, yet — ^yet the Avenger stops, 
And Doubt and Discord step 'twixt thine and thee, 
And join thdr strength to that which yn^ thee copes $ 
What is there wanting then to set thee free^ 
And show thy beauty in its fullest light ? 
lo make the Alps impassable; and we 
Her sons, may do this with one deed— Unite." 
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CHAPTER V. 

Short, not Sweet — ^Two Reveriei. 

Bbatbicb Lesteb passed througli the open French 
windows of the drawing-room ; as by this time^ she 
with her companion had traversed the broad smooth 
lawn^ which lay between those and the dark shrub- 
bery. She sought her own apartment^ but her 
thoughts there were not ^th the man^ but the 
matter he had introduced to her notice. The subject 
was painful, though more familiar than even the 
schemer had deemed possible ; but the peculiar point 
on which ^e now dwelt^ was the difference of na- 
tional characteristics in the south. The fair cities 
beneath that blue sky were passed in review before 
her,. each the ^ene of separate opinion, traditionary 
feud, or even language! But yet her brave heart 
failed her not. Her faith in the justice of a ' common 
cause,' made her prescient of harmony through the 
beloved and sunny land. . 

B 2 
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"And thus/' she mentally exclaimed, ''is good 
worked out of evil ; nay, in the coming strife against 
despotism, not only for thee, Italia, but for the whole 
world r 

And then, after pondering on the uses of anta- 
gonism, she reverted to the ideal position of England, 
''And with which of the Southern States would Eng- 
land most sympathize ?" she murmured. " Not with 
the impassioned son of Kome, would fraternize the 
children of the North. No. But with the calmer 
and cooler Piedmontese.'' And, without the clue 
which the interval has given to the problem, it was 
easy to imagine union between Sardinia, the brave 
bulwark of freedom (as she has proved, against op- 
pression under another form) and the heroes of a 
knd whose characteristics are nobly, and as it would 

seem providentially, identicaL 

■X- * * * 

And Major Percival was also thinking. Not as 
Beatrice, of Italy's lament. 

"Like to a harpstring stricken by the wind,'' of 
her conquerors, artists, poets, saints, and of the time 
when these in mysterious but hallowed communion 
might rejoice with living men in the gloHous triumph 
of ' Omnipotence and Mercy evermore.' He thought 
not, as she, of how it always has been when Man 
wrongs, that 'Time avenges,' nor beheld xmfurled 
the terrible scroll, on which 'millenial wrongs' are 
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written in blood. No, bethought but of himself : — 
he was conscious but of himself, and how a great 
historic era, too great perhaps to be inscribed alone 
in profane records, might affect him. The sublime 
and mighty poem of the age in which he lived was 
unheeded in its import ; its epic deeds and events 
were dumb to him. His whole soul was absorbed in 
a perishing unit, a vapour, a leaf which fadeth— self ! 
Self 1 Component part, and yet opposed to the indi- 
viduality which must be prominent in the page of a 
great historic crisis. Self! opposed, too, to the 
mysticism which has led pure, but (as it seems) mis- 
taken men and women to withdraw from the world^s 
battle-field to fight their own single fight, or to dream 
until death should strike off their mortal shackles. 
Far away from the individuality which compels the 
hero, poet, sage, or sculptor ; far from the wrapt con- 
templation of Brahmin or saint ; and ignorant of the 
suffering which either of these represent in every age 
and clime, was the mere citizen of this lower world 
when he meditated, as he trod the smooth grass, on 
Himself. 

Even woman in all her goodness, grace, beauty, and 
enthusiasm, was thought on as a something apper- 
taining to a foul and fatal egotism. 

"I have a d— d interest in this game-/' was his 
inward exclamation, "one on which I had never 
calculated, but now unexpectedly enhancing its 
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zest. This strange creature is a new and delicious 
excitement— she rouses feelings I had thought long 
dead. I hate a blue-stocking ; but she is not that— 
once I thought she was. But no ; she is all heart 
and soul (query, what does a Major Percival mean 
by soul?) The best ornament, such a woman, to 
the position I could then give her. But — faugh !-^ 
female independence, absolute and positive, is a 
blunder, a bugbear, in even this one. So much 
money and learning would have produced a woman- 
monster but for her beauty (the extent of which, 
by the bye, I did not find out at first) and—'' (what 
Major Percival — her soul?) then he continued, 
^' That warm Italian blood 1 Beatrice 1 Aye, she 
recalls the impassioned love of her country's poet 
both in name and nature! Beatrice/ The same 
stream flows in her vein3 as in Dante's beloved," 

His brow darkened, and his step was slower, as his 
soliloquy went on, though a subtle smile wreathed 
his lip. 

" But this dove is no match, in one sense, for the 
eagle. Little she dreams of these arms having oi^ce held 
her, and little she thinks of how, and from whence, 
I obtained the Mazzini letter which served me so well 
as a passport to her privacy. That bit of paper 
travelled through Europe, and polluted, as she in 
her Utopia would deem, by the diplomatic handling 
of strange fingers, opened for me one of the secret 
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recesses of her heart/^ (and he laughed) '' a simple 
heart after all I and, like every other woman's heart, 
from the first mother downward, made to yield to its 
master. Incompatible, indefensible, impossible— 
woman and independence ! By law and nature she 
must serve, and may not dare dictate '* 

And what did this "eagle" mean by ''diplomatic 
handling V* Are diplomacy and dishonesty always 
more anomalous than ambition and cowardice 
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CHAPTER VL 

A Letter from New Zealand — Crushed Hopes and Liying Facts. 

That evening a letter reached Miss Lester jErom 
Eustace Neville. In a sort of proud humility its 
writer addressed her from New Zealand, His excuse 
was, that the subjects of which he treated might 
not be altogether uninteresting to one of Catholic 
sympathies, and more especially as her social influ- 
ence might be brought to bear on some of the 
chiefs of the 'Association' which was legislating 
so Hberally in London for the brethren at the 
Antipodes. 

One thing only was clear. The unfortunate 
colonists having advanced large sums beyond the 
price of ' their purchased lands/ had anticipated 
the rise of churches, schools, and an 'ample and 
permanent provision for the of&ces and duties of 
religion and education,' and that, at the end of an 
ample time to crown such expectations, they grieved 
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over fonds exhausted, and rejoiced over a 'small 
unendowed church' in one town, a ' temporary build- 
ing* at another, and a breadth of 'unreclaimed, 
unprofitable land/ Where the fine promises ! Where 
the echo of any hope which might once have been 
felt at the Canterbury rooms in the dear comfortable 
old Adelphi ? Then the adventurous writer told of 
the bitter disappointments, the deep depression, of 
some of the passengers of the vessel which had 
conveyed him to this distant land of promise on 
their first arrival ; how, having invested their aU in 
the purchase of unknown land, they found, or feared 
they had found, but sand and swamp ; how, even for 
the more fortunate, hard labour and privation hither- 
to unknown, were the only roads to prosperity ; how, 
in fact, doubt, disappointment and despair had 
greeted the poor helpless emigrants. Then came a 
more cheering picture— of difiSculties conquered by 
unflinching energy of heart and hand. Life, in 
every country, a struggle against difficulty, had, in 
these cases been crowned with success. 

But sweet was the eulogium on Bishop Selwyn. 
He seemed, indeed, the living exemplar of the great 
principle from which all such successful honesty 
and industry ought to spring. He was the rest and 
consolation on this far off earth to the many. And 
not only to his brave countrymen did this ' Apostle 
of modern days* speak peace, but to the natives of 
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the isle only Utely reclainoed from barbarism^ and 
even cannibalising did he sucoessfollj manifest the 
glory of an Eternal Word— the refulgence of the 
Holy Light. 

The Maoriea were submissiyely attached to thia 
great Christian Missionary, to a degree which might 
excite the emulation of many prcrfessoM in the old 
country both among the Priesthood and Feopk« 
The doctrines of the Gospel had become almoi^t 
universal in the middle of the idand. Cheering 
this ; and not perhaps more so than the zeal of the 
few scattered clergy,, some of whom, a,t the time 
thia letter was written, were said t(> cultivate their 
lands for a livelihood, wl^le three only received 
salaries— Hwo at Ly^tleton and one at Christ- 
church/ 

(This was before the time when England Has had 
the solemn consideisaAion introduced of an episcopal 
retiring pension of £$,0OQ per annum,) 

Then came tip^ a^ouut of what Woman (that (crea- 
ture whose wings must be clipped, according to Major 
Percival's doctrine, for her own happiness and societ/s 
safety), bad done f oi: this distant colony. How one, 
the wife of a man holding a high and honourably 
official position, had mastered the language of the 
natives, that she might better prevail with them 
in the righteous cau^e ; how> youngs refijiec^ talented, 
imd deliicate, she had not shrunk from toil— nay, 
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danger, if jou will, in helping forward among sanragev 
' the kuigdom of Oar father/ nor failed to impress 
a new society with Ae only ekment which could 
conduce to its temporal ot eternal welfEure. " How 
great a regard must the Bishop and tiie lady have 
for each othei^'— thought Beatriee ; and so they hadr 
They were attached Christian friends. 

Long may they r^nain so — and their good work 
conjointly proceed ! 

But this lady was* not the only type of woman's 
mfluenoe in the £eu* region; ''for/' continued the 
writer, "when looking at the need of a practical 
CShrktianity on the strange medley of this human 
society^a mecQ^ tiot only of the interests, passions^ 
and prejudices with which you are only too famiSar 
in the moijierland, hut of race, blood, and condition, 
we cannot afford* ta part wil^ the noble dTorts in it9 
behalf, both temporal and qnritual;, of the Ksters of 
Mercy^ Those of which I speak belong to an order 
founded by an Irish lady in 1881. For twenty years, 
tins order has educated the poor, sixecoured tfae^ rick 
and afflicted, raid even protected those of menial coni» 
dition who'Can command no otiier home than that 
proffered by benevolence. These ' Sisters' are now 
scattered through various parts of the world, their 
divine ^mpathy is a glorious and electric girdle, whidi} 
like iiiat of physical science bids fair to encompass 
the earth. Who, in distant colonies, among wild 
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and ferocious tribes, under strange skies, and amid 
scenes of desperate privation, could refuse a brother's 
hand to such as these 1 Shall sect, or polemic 
differences interpose?— Forbid it Charity 1— Bather 
let the belief be full of hope and grateful joy, 
that from the same root springs the great and goodly 
tree which is expansive enough to shelter all beneath 
its branches, let the light shed upon them come from 
which direction it may 1" 

And then Eustace Neville went on to say that he 
was about to accompany an old Maorie to some of 
the Pacific Islands, from whence this strange and 
interesting tribe was supposed to have originally 
wandered. As usual, he spoke but little of the why 
and wherefore of his own life ; but, from some short 
notices, Beatrice inferred that Bishop Selwyn had 
found in him a good and useful ally, and that the 
voyage in perspective, was to co-operate with him 
by helping forward some great and beneficent 
scheme. 

But the idea of visiting the bright and fertile isles 
of the Southern Ocean recalled to the traveller the 
prophecy once uttered by Beatrice herself as to his 
^ate. 

And thus wrote he: ''I shall indeed have thei 
opportunity granted you once foretold, though I may 
not dare to hope that you now remember the 
moment and the occasion of such prescience — that 
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of beholding Nature in hues more brilliant^ and 
forms more luxuriant than can scarcely be dreamed 
of under a colder sky/' 



The flowers, the foliage, the stars, and deep blue 
sea — ^would they each and all breathe to the artist 
wanderer of Beatrice I 
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CHAPTER TIL 

Love and Youth at the Castle— The White Cross— Wealth 
Sanctified — ^The Conspirator at the Castle — Dark Thoughts 
and Deep Water. 

And Amy Lyle was all this time at the Castle. 
Her first thought on crossing its strange threshold 
was^ that he had trodden the same path though 
nothing she had ever heard of that adventure from 
Eustace Neville^s lips had prepared her for the 
singular character and aspect of this abode. She 
almost trembled at the echo of her own light foot- 
steps as they carried her through the antique hall ; 
her voice, ever low, was still more hushed beneath 
the roof, mysterious in its tale of time, and heavy 
with the legends which had been familiar to her from 
childhood. Everything within those moss-grown 
walls of grey stone remained much the same as when 
Eustace had been summoned there years before, 
except the large circular apartment in the centre of 
the building, the peculiar character of which struck 
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Amy with an admiration and surprise that^ rendenng 
her spee^^hless^ caused Mrs. Seymour, in beholding 
her unaffected wond^^ to smile> although the smile 
was sad and wistful. 

The fountain now sent forth its sweet waters, the 
flowers emitted th^ firagranc^ the exquisite sculp- 
ture was disposed to the best advantage ; everything^ 
in faet^ told of the beautiful; but the atmosphere was 
oppressive to the unsophisticated guest : it was a calm 
that might be felt ; to her^ despite the musical but 
monotonous sound of water^ and the types of Life 
in the highest form that Qxeek faith could express 
itself by Art, that stillness seemed as of death. 

Perhaps Beatrice Lester had anticipated some 
such result on h^ kupressionable and fragile friend, 
for^ though not present to welcome her to the abode 
of her ancestors, her exquisite taste and feminine 
care were conspicuous in the apartments prepared 
for Amy Lyk. 

Contiguous to Mrs. Seymour's sanctum, the 
comforts, oontriVances^ and even the literature of the 
present day banished, from this comer of the quaint 
old building, every thought but of England and the 
nineteenth century. The view, too, which the 
windows commanded from this retreat, was mor^ 
cultivated than in other parts of the park; and> 
turning in one direction. Amy beheld, with inex- 
pressible emotion^ the spire of the church in the 
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valley far below> near which lay the mortal remains 
of her venerated father, and her earliest friend. 

"Ah!*' she sighed, "if dear Charlie were there 
too!" 

But when she remembered how Eustace had 
strengthened and elevated her mind on this point— 
she ceased to shudder at the recollection of the 
ghastly and over-crowded grave-yard where he rested 
in the same hope and faith as these dear ones had 
lived and died in. 

But what her astonishment when re-visiting, for 
the first time, the sacred spot — her tearful eyes, in 
seeking her father's tomb-stone, rested on a simple 
cross of pure white marble close beside it ! Trem- 
blingly she approached ; she knelt on the sod which 
was green and fresh above the dust and ashes of the 
beloved and blessed pastor, and then, on the simple, 
but all expressive emblem of Christianity erected 
near, she beheld her brother's initials, with his age, 
and the date of his departure from earth where, 
within so short a space of time, he had won an 
immortal crown. 

Overcome, entranced, humiliated was the desolate 
mourner at this unexpected sight. Well did she 
know by whose will that typical record had found its 
place there. By an action so beneficent was she 
bowed to the cold earth — ashamed and repentant. 
But to the poor bleeding heart that earth gave no 
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chill ; her stricken spirit spoke through her trembling 
lips to those beneath^ in whose ^ great wisdom ' she 
at length hoped to find pity. 

'^If I have done wrong/' she sobbed, ''judge me 
not as others here might do — the evil has been 
loathed — oh ! —how loathed ! But the grief has been 
so sharp— the anguish so intense — that your mise- 
rable Amy has felt since she lost you 1'* 

And her tears moistened the mound around which 
her feeble arms^ in this moment of strong excitement 
had wound themselves. 

How long she continued there in that spot so 
sacred and secluded, but peopled to such a mourner 
with the bright host from another world, I cannot 
say. 

As to the good and active work going on in the 
parish. Amy was astonished and delighted ; it prac- 
tically illustrated the excellence of the parochial system 
in its full and fair play. 

The nucleus was implanted by the hands of her 
own father, but the machinery, was now vast and 
comprehensive, though never complicated, because 
working out the grand simplicity of a first great 
principle. 

Every want seemed to have its remedy, every 
misery its home ; and the temporal welfare of the 
inhabitants, (many of whom most warmly welcomed 
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their former pastor's daughter) might be read in the 
clean cottages^ and smiling faces which were grouped 
about their doors. No need now to arrest an uplifting 
menacing arm^ wrathfulljr pointing towards the old 
feudal mansion on the heights above, or to stop the 
curse of starving lips. Wealth had, at length, pro- 
duced a perfect harmonj, and a fine power it is when 
thus sweeping the chords and touching every key of 
the social instrument : then, and then only, worthy the 
adulation which the world is ever ready to pay to it; 
if even, alas I in the form of insolent ignorance, 
cunning tyranny, or murderous despotism. How 
hideous its bloated and ill-deserved success ! * Shewn 
never more than by the contrast of its enlightened 
blessedness. 

But did I say that money had thus achieved a 
perfect work? 

No, not perfect. One exception was living 
beneath the roof of the pretty cottage by the stream I 
There, unsuspected by all around, dwelt unavailing' 
regret, unhallowed remembrance, dark fals^od, and 
dire intention. 

Nobody, having seen the woman who had lately 
taken her place by the bedside of her old grand- 
mother, would have dreamed of the schemes which 
were working in her brain, while seemingly listening 
to the half-incoherent talk of the aged sufferer. 
Great was the sympathy awarded to the evidently 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



OF CHABITT. 67 

Borrow-stricken face which was so often bent down 
to watch, in all dutiful anxiety, for some expression 
of a wish that the querulous invalid might entertain ; 
and still greater the commiseration for the widowed 
mother, when she wandered forth with her puny 
sickly child resting in the thin arms which clasped 
him, as her all on earth, to a bosom from which in 
his infancy he had drained the last drop of hope and 
happiness. The people seemed to understand that 
there was some story about this faded mother and 
child, but they evinced not much vulgar curiosity. 
There is, sometimes, more real delicacy of feeling 
among 'the poor, than the uninitiated in their ways 
and habits would believe. 

Obedient to the expressed wish of Beatrice, Mrs. 
Seymour made known her desire that poor Ellen 
should come to the Castle as often as she chose. Of 
this she availed herself eagerly, although her eyes 
were cast to the ground, and her hands trembled 
when standing for the first time, with her weakly boy 
at her side, in the presence of Mrs. Seymour and Amy 
Lyle. 

She seemed to quail beneath one of Mrs. Sey. 
mour's penetrating glances ; and composure was not 
restored when Amy, advancing kindly towards the 
child, took his little thin hand in hers and said : 

'^ Poor little fellow! he has been ill? Ah! ill- 
ness has the same effect in the look of children. 
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whether in town or country — do you know, Mrs. 
Seymour, he reminds me, in that peculiar expression 
of some of the tiny sufferers in Southwark ?" 

At the unexpected mention of a place she would 
have supposed unknown to the inhabitants of the 
Castle in Cornwall, the woman started ; her emotion 
was not unobserved ; but, Mrs. Seymour attributing 
it to other causes, gave her permission, if she chose, 
to roam about with her boy, at pleasure, until some 
few domestic comforts which were being prepared 
for her grandmother, were ready for her to carry 
back to the cottage. Amy Lyle, who appeared to 
have conceived a liking for the sickly child, still held 
him by the hand, and offered to show the way to the 
servants' side of the building, and Mrs. Seymour, 
not interposing, she passed out of the room with her 
humble companions. When they had proceeded a 
little way, the woman stopped, and lifting her eyes to 
the face of the young lady, said : 

'^ You need not trouble yourself. Miss ; I am not 
quite such a stranger here as you suppose.'* And 
she reminded Amy of her having had the range of 
the building in bygone years. 

" And it is not altered since then ?" asked Amy. 

" Scarcely at all. Miss — but, if not asking too 
great a favour, I should very much like just to have 
a look at the Picture Gallery.'' 

So they proceeded in that direction. The child 
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stared in surprise at the knights, ladies, sages, and 
poets, who looked down from the long line of 
wall, as his feeble steps kept pace with the slow 
and evidently observant movements of his mother. 
Amy still walked on his other side, absorbed in 
reflections which this place never failed to suggest. 
At last, the woman stopped ; they had reached the 
veiled picture. 

" Ah, mother !" lisped out the child, '' what is 
that there ? Is anybody underneath V 

The woman looked towards their companion, who 
interpreted her glance as one of inquiry. 

"I do not know,'* answered Amy in a hashed 
voice, for she felt herself in presence of some strange 
history. " I never heard/' 

Ellen shook her head, and sighed. Kow, it must 
be confessed that this veiled portrait had often ex- 
cited the wonder of Miss Lyle ; but as Mrs. Seymour 
had never offered an explanation, she had feared to 
seek one ; her curiosity was now, however, excited 
afresh by the sigh of the woman, a sigh significant of 
her superior knowledge on the point. 

" Was it here," continued Amy, " in your earlier 
years P Do you remember it ?'' 

The woman nodded assent, adding : 

'^ And its original.*' 

"Who was she?*' 

" Lady Lester— an Italian.*' 
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''Beautiful?'' 

'' More than anything I ever saw— even when no 
longer young/' 

" Did she live to be old ? Was she very good ?" 

Ellen looked round in surprise. 

''"Why, Miss, don't you know ?" she asked. 

" What r 

" Her dreadful story — and that she lies buried in 
the Cypress grove outside/' 

Amy shuddered. 

'' There ?" she gasped, pointing towards the win- 
dows which were shaded at this end of the gallery 
by the sombre trees without. 

The woman was very pale, as she faltered : 

''Yes." 
. Then, recovering herself a little, she added : 

" But it's not for me. Miss, to tell you all about 
that now. I'm afraid I have done wrong to say a 
word about it." 

She then glanced towards the door of the late 
Baronet's study, next to which they were now stand- 
ing. 

'' No one ever goes in there?" she whispered. 

" I believe not," was the hushed reply. 

And they turiied ; the woman walking with the 
same slow step as before, but her eyes cast down to 
the ground, and an unusually bright flush on her 
worn face. 
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That interview made a great impression on Amy 
Lyle. She had always known there was some great 
mystery attached to the roof which sheltered her, 
but^ somehow^ this haggard-looking visitor seemed 
to link her to it. She was vexed with herself, too, 
at having given way to the curiosity which had 
dragged any mention of the past from Ellen's lips; 
and sometimes, towards night-fall, despite the com- 
forts and every-day life air of her own apartment, 
she would tremble at the moaning of the wind as it 
swept past her windows, and think of the mysterious, 
lonely, perhaps unblest grave it sighed over, in a 
comer of the grounds of which, she now remem- 
bered, Mrs. Seymour always kept a key. 

From that day, Ellen often found her way to the 
Castle. She seemed to have become a great favou- 
rite with the few domestics rendered necessary by its 
partially uninhabited condition; and her child who 
still, despite the firesh air, continued pimy and deli- 
cate, had become a sort of pet among them. The 
mother was always willing and meek. To these 
qualities might be attributed her popularity with 
those whom she was ever anxious to assist and oblige ; 
while tales of the bo/s precocious intelligence even 
reached Mrs. Seymour and Amy, who sometimes 
tested and encouraged it by shewing him pictures, 
or telling him tales. To the orphan girl, especially, 
this appeared a favourite amusement, although she 
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always avoided, during the after intercourse between 
the Castle and the cottage, any renewal of its first 
day^s conversation. 



One evening, Ellen stood by the stream, at some 
distance from her grandfather's home. The last 
glories of a crimson sun-set still lingered in the sky, 
while the large trees above her head were tinged 
with the rich and varied tints of late autumn ; a few 
leaves, already dry and withered, rustling ever and 
anon in their fall to the earth. Her hands were 
clasped against her bosom, and, heedless of the 
child who was playing on the greensward at a little 
distance in the background with some of the acorns 
which were thickly strewed around him, her eyes 
looked earnestly into the depths of the water which, 
though smooth, was dark and rapid as it flowed 
towards the fall or cataract, further on. The noise 
of this cataract, as it gushed and tossed beneath the 
heavy trees overhanging it, was the only sound 
which reached her ear, save the occasional twitter of 
the birds as they interchanged their last evening 
notes from nest to nest. Her brow was contracted 
by some intense suffering ; but suddenly the child 
pulled at her gown, and, with something like a 
smile on his wizen face, shewed her the acorns he 
held in his hands. 
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" Ah, yes/* she gasped, then : " Go back and 
play, darling," she added. 

For a moment she turned, as if to see that 
he obeyed her; then, with a convulsive sob and 
one long finger stretched towards the water, mut- 
tered: 

'' But what would become of him ? He would be 
reclaimed by his father— brought up to crime and 
infamy— taken back from the fresh air to every 
abomination. No — no,*' and she turned away with 
a movement of desperation from the water's side. 
" No, no— I won't leave him— not— at all events— 
yet. I can but do it— if all should fail : —but ah ! — 
how still and calm it looks !" 

And, seating herself, as if some physical sense of 
great weariness compelled her to seek rest— she sat 
—as the moon rose, and the stars came out one by 
one, in the clear blue heavens— she sat with her 
hands supporting her head, and her eyes still rivetted 
on the dark waters. And then she continued. 

" Evil everywhere for me ! Whichever way I 
turn a devil stares me in the face ! What work is 
this, the work of hell, that is given me to do ! But, 
an infernal agent, I must either sacrifice to it my 
child, or all the glory of the good I see in this 
place." 

Then, springing wildly to her feet she laughed ! 
Oh ! horrid sound ! No wail of grief can compare 

VOL. n. B 
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to the unearthly laugh of the desperate and un- 
happy ! 

'' And if it should be true Y^ she ejaculated fling- 
ing up her wasted arms, " if it should be true that 
he loves Acr— that he is at this moment with her at 
some fine place ! My husband's letter says so — ^he 
dogs his footsteps— he knows his ways. Loves her/ 
that will more than ever determine him to get her 
into his power — to make use of me to do this very 
thing V' 

Then, stretching out her arms towards the trees 
behind her, but not heeding the vision of the child 
whose figure could just be discerned in the gather- 
ing gloom. 

^'And yet— there/' she exclaimed, " there, on 
that very spot, he swore once to ?we— he called every- 
thing to witness — this stream— the earth beneath 
our feet, and those stars overhead — that he would 
never desert nor betray me. Me ! his tool— his dupe 
—his victim \" 

For a moment she looked wildly upwards, then, as 
if the stars in the evening sky proclaimed nothing 
but despair to her, she shut out their vision, and 
moaned aloud as one hand was pressed against her 
eyeballs. Her lean figure trembled in the evening 
breeze as thus she stood an alien from every hope in 
earth or Heaven, and abhorrent of the evil work 
she had in view. But at last this convulsion having 
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ceased to shake her inmost soal^ she opened her 
eyes, and, with her arms drooping at her side, 
again gazed at the deep stream ; but this time with 
a mournfulness amounting to an expression of list- 



Then, having resigned herself to a fate terrible in 
every aspect, but irresistible, she sighed, and slowly 
turned towards the large trees, under which the 
small elfish form of the child was scarcely discernible 
in the gathering gloom of night ; but presently his 
weakly steps brought him to her side. 

The moon rose from behind a heavy cloud, and 
she looked down on the little wan face, round the 
preternaturally large eyes of which were discernible 
those deep, dark circles, that all who have known 
and watohed infancy, under circumstances such as 
this, will remember too well. His tiny hand had 
glided into her's, and a moisture like that of tears, 
suffused the look with which she passionately and 
tenderly regarded him. 

" Mother, Fm so tired ; oh ! do take me home I^' 

She lifted him in her arms, but paused as if even 
his light weight were too much for her strength at 
that moment. . 

" We shall soon be there, darling,'* she said, as if 
encouraging him and herself at the moment ; but her 
voice was broken. 

E 2 
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*' What made you look so strange, mother/' lay- 
ing hn head on her shoulder. 

^'When?*' 

'^ Just now, down there by the black water/^ 

She did not answer^ but pressed him closely to 
her, as if for safety. Then muttered to herself: 

"Better for us both to lie beneath it; but no — 
no— no— I could not let tliee die— I would not have 
thee perish so, my darling V' And as though avoid- 
ing some dire temptation, or pursued by some evil 
spirit, she, finding sudden strength, fled fast through 
the shades of night with the child still locked in her 
tight embrace. 
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CHAPTER Vni. 

Equestrians — Gold in Australia — Individoality versus Mysticism 
aad Selfishness — ^What is required to work the Oughts. 

On that same dkj, an equestrian party pursued a 
pleasant way among the lanes, and through the fer- 
tile scenes which abound around the neighbourhood 
in which Miss Lester was visiting. Many a light 
jest and racy observation escaped the cavaliers and 
the ladies who, all well mounted, seemed to enjoy to 
the utmost the freshness of the air, and their exhila- 
rating exercise. In the centre of the group rode 
Beatrice, whose close fitting habit, and graceful hat 
and plume were peculiarly becoming. Major Fer- 
cival seemed to think so, as, at her side, he tried 
many means to draw her into a conversation, the 
would-be exclusiveness of which was evidently ob- 
jectionable to her, as she addressed herself, whenever 
their pace permitted, to a graceful but meek and 
pale woman, who was near her. Perhaps some of 
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the ladies wondered at her evident disinclination, for 
certainly if they admired Major Percival on foot, 
they could not fail to be struck by his noble presence 
on horseback. 

His perfect figure, his soldier-like ease, and the 
quiet but commanding grace with which he managed 
the thorough bred but fiery animal which he rode, 
were incomparable and unexceptionable as his cos- 
tume, and the handsome profile so clearly defined by 
his well-shaped hat. Now a man^s hat of the present 
incongruous century, is one of the most ugly and 
foolish things it can boast, save and except the 
schemes and brains it very often covers. Being, 
therefore, unshapely aud useless— a thing to which 
only custom familiarizes us, an appendage fit only to 
provoke the laughter of the uninitiated, it is the 
proof of great taste, it is the triumph of mind over a 
very ridiculous matter, when it really affects the air 
of a graceful and useful ornament. Infer, therefore, 
so far favourably of the wearer, when told that the 
Major's hat was admirable. 

Nothing could be better to look at than this man 
and that woman, as they occupied the centre of the 
group. Indeed, such seemed the tacit decree of the 
others, who appeared but as satellites to the chief 
point of attraction. Even a gipsy woman on the 
road, though unobserved, pronounced her opinion as 
they passed. "Aye, there goes a fine couple,^' she 
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exclaimed ; and only wished that she could have an 
opportunity of trying her craft upon ''the lady and 
gentleman who were made for each other, as every- 
body can see plain enough/' But most likely, after 
all, she was not a gipsy ;— only tricked out as one,— 
or she would not have come to this conclusion ; for I 
have more faith in the depths of the true gipsy's orien- 
tal insight, and the power of a real mystic instinct. 
Well, the cavalcade was, to all appearance, joyous 
enough ; when a pause and subsequent consultation 
were caused by the fact of Miss Lester's horse having 
thrown a shoe, and proving suddenly and very pain- 
fully lame, at a distance of some miles from home. 

Many were the suggestions as to what was to be 
done, for they were far from any possibility of assist- 
ance. Major Percivd did not, by any means, appear 
prominent in this discussion; but at length it was 
unanimously decided, (Beatrice could never tell how, 
why, or wherefore) that he should be left behind to 
proceed slowly with the lady, while the others gal- 
loped away. She was intensely annoyed, but power- 
less to help herself against the hastily executed plan, 
and so was compelled not only into submission, but 
also to utter some conventional words of thanks for 
the courtesy which had induced him to remain. 
Then, however, detesting their insincere sound, she 
urged upon her companion that his politeness was 
unnecessary, while entreating him to proceed with 
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the rest of their party, and protesting the tnith, that 
she was quite fearless, and had been accustomed to 
ride alone from childhood. But of course the Major 
persisted in remaining, and taking up her last asser- 
tion — 

''Ah,'* said he, bending towards her, *'and were 
you not once nearly drowned. Miss Lester, when 
thrown from your horse during one of your lonely 
rides r 

Beatrice blushed vividly ; but, in truth, she was 
so uncomfortably excited at the moment, that any 
such change of colour was not to be wondered at. 
Hastily recovering herself, she answered : 

" Yes ; but how did you hear of that adventure ?'^ 

^' Oh 1 1 am sure I forget now. Perhaps young 
Villars told me. But who was the hero so— so 
happy to have rescued you ?" Was it her present 
unpleasant position which caused the lady's voice to 
tremble, though richly modulated as ever, when she 
replied : 

"A young artist — a stranger, who lived in the 
neighbourhood/' 

'' He must look back with gratitude on that day," 
answered the Major in a deep, low voice, " as con- 
ferring on him the greatest privilege of his life. But 
where is he now ?'' 

^' He left England for Australia. He is now in 
New Zealand.'' 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



OT CHARITY. 81 

*' Disappointed with the Gold Diggings?" asked 
the Major, with a scarcely perceptible sneer. 

'' Oh no '^ was the brief reply. 

'' What do you think of this discovery of gold. 
Miss Lester ?" 

^' The question is, perhaps, beyond me." 

" It has upset the geologists.** 

" Then why not regard it as a miracle which will 
equalize the population of a world wide and generous 
enough for all ?** 

" But the social aspect it is producing is anything 
but godly/' 

'^ Merely the natural revulsion, and transitory. 
Every great discovery, moral or physical, always 
produces some such violent reaction.** 

"But perhaps you think that the waters are 
ultimately purified by such disturbance, as the sea 
after the turbid action of a storm ?** 

" It would seem so." 

" But, seriously. Miss Lester, do you really believe 
in supernatural agency as manifested in such events 
as this gold discovery ?** 

She looked earnestly towards him ; then, withdraw- 
ing the beautiful eyes beneath which the Major had felt 
uncomfortable more than once before, she said : 

"Why should we be content with second causes, 
when the first is more accessible and comprehensible ?** 

The Major shrugged his shoulders, and replied : 

E 3 
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" The fault of a materializing age/* 

"Of which, f/ not broken through/^ she answered, 
" the re-action will probably be an extreme mysticism/' 

'* Miss Lester, methinks is ahready a mystic/' 

"I!— how so'/' 

" Because of your IndividuUy" 

" A condition as uncommon as the word by which 
you express it /' and with a half-smile, she stroked 
her horse's mane. 

''But spiritualism is uppermost in all your 
opinions," he persisted. 

"And therefore they are not practical?" she 
asked. 

" Pardon me, I did not say so ; but I confess that 
my eastern experience might have led to such a 
deduction." And he looked towards her as much 
as to say, that she was stronger than such experience, 
and triumphant over it. 

But Beatrice was unconscious of the look or its 
inference. Her eyes were thoughtlessly bent down- 
wards. At last she said : 

"But surely you never confounded mysticism, such 
as that of the Hindoo, with the spirituality of the 
Christian : one is essentially only contemplative in its 
nature; the other, by its living principle, active 
though introspective." 

"The history of individuals in the Church would 
proclaim the contrary," he said. 
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*' But mediseval contemplation is only typical of 
the progressive phases through which most great 
truths pass/' she replied. 

''As Bacon says/' rejoined the Major, "'in the 
youth of a state arms do flourish ; in the middle 
age, learning/ apd with learning/' he added, ob- 
sequiously, "contemplation as her handmaid; and 
then, both together for a time ; in the declining age 
of a State, mechanical arts and merchandize." 

The Major thought he had struck a fatalist's blow 
by this quotation ; but his companion replied, with 
more animation than she had yet evinced : 

"Which proves that England is not yet at her 
wst gasp." 

" But gain and utility are what she most appre- 
ciates." 

"Yet the darkness of such idolatry is not im- 
penetrable. There is a movement on the face of the 
waters, a health in the increasing swiftness of the 
wind, while streaks of heavenly radiance are watched 
and welcomed." 

"And these lights are your emblems of indivi- 
duality?" 

"What else can penetrate materialism, or avert 
mysticism ?" 

" But what is individuality but a representative, 
and mysticism a concentration of Self?" 

And then he quickly added, in a tone of real 

cerity : 
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"But I grant you it is very powerful, this faith in 
self/' and again he quoted : 

** * Ofttimes nothing profits more 
Than self-esteem, grounded on just and right 
Well managed.' " 

(And to himself he added, with a thrill of self- 
congratulation :) 

** * If that skill the more thou know'st, 
The more she will acknowledge thee her head. 
And to realities yield all her shows.' " 

"Nay/' exclaimed Beatrice, "that is a perversion 
of an angelic warning. Even Scripture itself haS 
been wrested from its original purpose to suit an 
evil end/' 

The tables were turned, and the Major winced ; 
but, with a sinister expression, concealed by his 
black moustache, he politely said : 

" Miss Lester is doubtless better read in Milton 
than myself; but still I think my quotation is cor- 
rect." 

"Yes, in the letter; but the letter without the 
spirit is dead. If you remember, the angel warns 
Adam not to be ' diffident of wisdom/ and not to 
attribute ' overmuch to things less excellent.^ Now 
wisdom is from heaven, and, therefore sometimes op- 
posed to knowledge, which, though said to be power, 
is not always excellent, because it is self-seeking." 
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" Then your individual must be the exemplar, the 
exponent, of the higher faculty ?'' 

'' Of an inspiration which forbids the thought of 
self but as the medium of good to the many. This, 
you perceive, is opposed to the creed of your Brahm 
disciple, or any withdrawal into a separate and ex- 
clusive existence/' 

'^But where are the matter-of-fact illustrations P^' 

"Science, literature, and even politics are not 
barren of such in the present day ; the things and 
deeds that are good are the work of such indi- 
viduality/' 

" And spiritual inspiration ?" 

" Agreeing with a living author, I ought not to 
fear when I answer, ' Yes/ We are all too slow in 
giving the glory to Him alone to whom it is due ; 
often, I think, too timid in proclaiming the Divine 
source of all things excellent in the every-day world 
around us/' 

Then, after a moment's silence, she continued : 

" Surely, religion is not meant to be a state of 
separate existence ! Eather let it be recognized in 
the intimate concerns of life, on which, believing 
nothing too small to typify some 'beautiful law, 
deep-seated in the sensibilities,' the light of a great 
truth may rest/' 

''But still. Miss Lester, you must confess that 
the most religious individuals are withdrawn from 
general society ?" 
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'^'No, I do not. Conventionalism and sect may 
pronounce and uphold these retired excellencies as 
the most righteous, because their tenets are known 
to be what either would define as orthodox. Until 
a better time comes, the disappointments and dis- 
gusts of the world will always be demonstrated by 
such cases of retirement into self. Women, espe- 
cially, are prone thus to shrink from the strife of the 
battle-field. How often, for instance, you see one 
in a family so disheartened and set apart ! Happy 
when the alienation does not lead, ultimately, to the 
false exaltation of Pharisaism. But the idea I have 
been bold enough to utter is more encouraging, and, 
I think, more charitable, as expressing (though, 
alas, how feebly !) the belief in a heavenly guidance, 
which is more universal, though unsuspected, in the 
people and things of common life. And thus, how 
often may evil be called good, and good evil, we 
cannot judge.'' 

The next question was embarrassing ; for again 
Beatrice blushed as the Major asked : 

'^Do you believe, for example, that the young 
emigrant who saved your life was an instance of this 
active, unselfish individuality P'* 

She looked surprised ; then, almost haughtily, re- 
plied : 

"I do/' 

''Then— but pray pardon the question— why, 
with your influence, permit the departure of such a 
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heaven-bom nature from the land whose materialized 
condition he might have leavened ?" 

In a low voice, the constrained tone of which 
gradually gave way to a glowing and sincere convic- 
tion, she said : 

" Because experience is the passport of genius to 
its favour ; already he had passed through the fiery 
baptism of genius— sufiFering. But England de- 
mands something more than a bleeding heart to do 
her work, and there are more than enough of these 
whose wounds have been cicatrized, to prove the 
healing power of official routine. Had he remained, 
he would have died, morally, in the fetters of patron- 
age and dependence ; or been hissed off the scene as 
a madman/' 

"Then, believing he had the wisdom of which 
you just spoke, but not the knowledge, the proba- 
tion you prescribe is in search of the latter ?*' 

"Yes. The former ought to suffice; but as 
England is already too full of oughts— 1 believe, in 
all cases, it is expedient, if possible, to meet its 
matter-of-fact requirements ; figures are required in 
arithmetic, you know, to work those round C/s." 

She could not better have averted an unpleasant 
personality than by thus suddenly resuming the 
vivacity which usually characterized her; and, if the 
Major were puzzled by it, he was not displeased, for 
scarcely ever before had she displayed so much 
abandon when alone with him. 
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CHAPTEE IX. 

Bread on the Waters — India and Leadenhall Street — ''Primal 
Source" of tlie Beautiful — ^A rude Interruption, and the 
Gipsy. 

But presently he resumed : 

''And yet your doctrine is a melancholy one" 

''WhyP'' 

"Because there must be many whose individuality 
is incorruptible and entire^ yet who lack the oppor- 
tunity of demcmstration in a perverse and fedthless 
generation/' 

She answered in a serious voice : 

''They suffer, they do, and they die. With a 
faith unclouded by any shade of selfish disappoint- 
ment, they wing their flight back to the pure and 
eternal source from which they sprung. Generally 
speaking, their short day's work, however, lives after 
them. Their bread has been cast upon the waters, 
and after many days it often returns to the shore 
from whence they have passed away. These have 
sown, but others reap. Whasi I said, just now, that 
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the good things of the present day are the work of 
earnest natures, true to their mission, I did not mean 
that they were all still breathing the same air as our- 
selves. The man dies, or, perhaps, is murdered; but 
his thought or deed remains. And who shall declare 
that his sympathy does not even yet hover over a 
work of love towards those he has learned to pity 
and forgive P'* 

The Major seemed determined not to drop the 
conversation. 

''India,'' he said, ''abounds with opportunities 
for genius. A local want not unusually calls forth 
the operation of a superior mind.'' Then seeing her 
look interested, he continued : *' I will give you an 
instance. In a part of the country, where traffic 
was difficult, a young officer conceived the possibility 
of cutting a canal from a branch of the Ghinges, 
which runs through it, to a river"^ some leagues 
distant, so as to form a medium of communication 
between the two. The more he reflected, the more 
lie was convinced, not only of the practicability of 
the scheme, but of its great uses towards civilization. 
He had power over the natives, but he feared some 
Government obstacle, especially as he might be sup- 
posed more ignorant of engineering technicalities 
than of the language in which he would have to 

* A river blue and dear, unlike the red of most Indian rivers. 
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expound them ; but he persevered, and he conquered. 
The natives manfully and gratefully worked under 
the guidance of this superior intelligence; they 
learned, no doubt, to love the man to whom Nature 
pointed as a guide, and the great work was accom- 
plished in an incredibly short time. Its uses and 
advantages more than exceed all that its single- 
minded originator had anticipated.'' 

'^And did Leadenhall Street hail, and reward 
him ?" eagerly asked Beatrice. 

'^ I do not know, I have lost sight of him,'' 

" But did you never inquire ?" 

'' I intend to do so," answered the Major, evasively, 
and then he went on : / 

*' The other day, however, I was mentioning this 
case of individual enterprise to a lady, who was there 
at the time of its completion, and she crowned it 
by her assertion that when the day arrived of its 
fulfilment, the natives who had worked so long and 
faithfully, were transported with joy at the result of 
their own labours ; that they prostrated themselves 
to the earth in adoration of what you would call the 
'source of all good,' and gave honour where honour 
was due." 

*' Ah !" exclaimed Beatrice, with kindling eyes ; 
"but did you never. Major Percival, make further 
inquiry as to the fate of the man who had so ably 
demonstrated what courage and enterprise can do P" 
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" Well/' he answered, patting his horse's smooth 
neck, and then slightly stroking his dark moustache. 
" Well— I almost fear to do so. The fact is, as Sir 
William Momington would tell you, that any work 
of this sort can only be estimated by those who know 
its need. Are the East India Directors likely to be 
impressed by an oral description, or is their 
enthusiasm so ready to take fire on every such 
occasion ?'' 

"Too often the contrary,'' she answered, "but 
yet I cannot doubt the recognition of a service 
palpable and essential as this." 

"Oh!" continued the Major, emulating her 
enthusiasm, " if the rich treasures of India were but 
thoroughly comprehended, and applied by the men 
who, too often, are content with the narrow boundary 
of their own self-interest in that inexhaustible land ! 
The richest produce in the world is there, but it 
needs something more than despotic or military rule 
to render it effectual. A thorough colonization 
might do this. People go out there to make fortunes 
without thinking of a more enlarged policy by which 
England might derive benefit. The shadow of the 
East India Company is pleasant enough to the objects 
of its patronage, but it is often a deadly nightshade 
to any hope of universal weal. Why, Miss Lester, 
I know one district especially, where, without the 
least cultivation, vegetation is so luxuriant, that 
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mnlberrj-trees, grapes^ and other products of a 
profuse and super-abounding Nature spring forth 
and yield spontaneously; I particularly name the 
mulberry-trees and grapes, because of their well 
known uses. Silk to array your pretty English 
sisterhood, and wine to make glad their brethren, 
ought to be much more accessible than they are/' 

Beatrice doubted not that much she had heard 
was true, but the tone of her companion failed to 
impress her pleasingly. She rather preferred the 
Major combative, than the Major inflated ; so she 
merely bowed in assent. 

After a short silence, he asked her if she were 
fatigued? His voice, expreiSRsive of extreme ap- 
prehension on this point, was still more displeasing 
to her fastidious ear ; so^ hastily answering him in 
the negative, she warded off further empressement by 
resuming their conversation. 

'^But if,'' she said, "by an educated civilization 
we raise the natives to our level, your scheme of 
thorough colonization in the East would be un- 
necessary." 

^'But would not such equality be fatal to our 
rule f " he asked, with a smile of superior intelligence. 

" I should think not," she answered, " certainly 
not so much so as their intelligent co-operation 
would be valuable. A selfish policy cannot be 
eventuallv successful." 
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" Well," he answered, " it is true that they 
confess themselves much better off under European 
rule, than before we set foot in their land ; anything 
is better for them than the depredation of one horde 
against another. Our policy, if thoroughly mild, 
liberal, and educational, would be amalgamated by 
the assurance of continued protection/' 

''As to the missionaries,^' she continued, ''from 
what I understand, they, too, often begin at the 
wrong end; and yet how much they deserve all 
praise and respect/' 

" You mean, I suppose, that instead of working 
away among the lower ranks, they ought to prevail 
first, with some native Prince." 

Miss Lester again bowed, and then said, as if 
making an exception to some general rule. 

"In India." 

" Yes, the people there would follow the precedent 
of native rank; by that means they would be no 
longer subject to the just dread of consequences 
which now oppresses and hinders them, A convert 
of the lower class is subject, as you seem to know 
from your remark, to the most dreadful degradation. 
None but those who have witnessed the result of 
secession in the East, would believe its awful con- 
sequences, as regards this world on the individual. 
Excommunication from his fellow-countrymen, cut 
off from family, society, home and place." 

" But, while civilization paves the way," continued 
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Beatrice, ''as now it promises to do, how much is to 
be achieved at home 1 What work for the mission- 
ary in our great cities !'' Suddenly she stopped, and 
then, as if recollecting some strange coincidence, she 
turned to Major Percival, and said, with a half smile, 
*' By the bye. Major Percival, I heard, not long ago, 
of your paying a visit to Bermondsey/' 

He started, turned pale, and then, as if with diffi- 
culty reducing his spirited horse, which had suddenly 
turned restive, to obedience, answered : 

"I— ah, yes: I remember going to see an old 
servant in that neighbourhood/' 

Beatrice Lester looked keenly at him, but said 
nothing. 

Oh, mixture of truth and falsehood in this man ! 
She detected it at every turn; sometimes blaming 
herself for ungenerous suspicion, or attributing a 
sudden revulsion in her own candid breast, to a 
movement of the unaccountable antipathy he had in- 
spired; then striving to overcome it, as a something 
oppressive to herself. But, whether obsequious, 
gentle, argumentative, or inflated, (and he was all 
these by turns) the Major utterly failed, for the 
flrst time in his life, in his attempt to subdue a 
woman. 

When he next spoke, it was in his usual deep, low 
voice, and of Calcutta. 

''That wonderful city,'' he said, "surpasses 
European imagination; it presents a picture so 
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bright and varied, that few who have never beheld 
the effects of Oriental light over a scene so animated, 
could guess its wondrous effect. And one thing I 
must add, I never saw human misery there in such 
dire form as in that boasted centre of civilization— 
London." 

''Nor a more lovely sight than that;" added 
Beatrice, as she pointed with her riding whip to 
a beautiful church, which, standing on a slight 
eminence, was revealed to them by a turn of the road. 
The large trees, with all their varied tints of autumn 
foliage, formed a rich background ; while the sun, just 
setting behind the horizon, and tinging every cloud 
in the blue heavens with purple and gold, cast a last, 
lingering, glorious, ray across mead and hill, and 
rested in dazzling splendour on the lofty spire, 
illumining also the high pointed windows of the 
sacred edifice. 

It was about the same hour that Ellen stood by 
the dark stream in Cornwall. The same sky arched 
over her head, the same stars would soon look down 
here, as those which, one by one, were hailed and 
watched by her feeble child with the large, hollow 
eyes, as he paused in his solitary play beneath the 
old oak trees. 

" Yes," responded the Major, " it is a lovely scene ; 
a long absence from England teaches its due appre- 
ciation." 
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''Ah! you have, if I mistake not, been many 
years away ?'' 

Again his horse capered as he answered in the 
aflBrmative, and then he added, looking towards the 
church, 

" The language of architecture is very eloquent ; 
how various in expressing the different creeds of dif- 
ferent lands V^ 

*'But of one tongue,^' Beatrice rejoined, ''as pro- 
claiming ' the idea of the infinite.' " 

" Ah 1 you are coming back to your belief in the 
' primal source^ of all that is great or good — " 

" Or beautiful ;" interposed she. 

" And you think the Gothic the most appropriate 
type of Christian worship ?^' 

"Who could do otherwise? Although it is well 
not to cling exclusively to it, because, the admission 
of other forms is symbolic of the universality of our 
faith, and its applicability to every age, race, and 
clime/' 

"Miss Lester, you are the most liberal church- 
woman I know/' 

Beatrice elevated her eyebrows, and turned away 
towards the fair landscape over which the first shade 
of twilight was just beginning gently to steal. 

"But certainly," he continued, " the Gothic is the 
best emblem of the triumph of spirituality over 
materialism.*' 
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''Yes,'* she answered^ still looking towards the 
church, *' when we remember how, for untold gene- 
rations that stone lay in the quarry, and then, up- 
heaved from its native darkness, presented nothing 
but huge, heavy, and shapeless masses, it is indeed 
wonderful to behold it now, shaped by the hand of 
man, doquent of his triumphant faith, and express- 
ing in every touch of its pure and upward outline. 
Ids heavenly hope and aspirations/^ 

"And yet in sculpture, we can scarcely lay dmm 
to progress,^^ replied the Major. 

*' Because,'* she answered, " ^ a higher aim has 
absorbed the Greek intenticm/ Those 'intrepid 
Pagans,' as they have been Called, embodied their 
poetry and religion in their art. This remembrance 
enhances, and perhaps explains, the strange thrill 
with which those matchless works of old must ever 
be regarded. But a pure and spiritual faith forbids 
the possibility of such material representation.'' 

" I was reading a book the other day," answered 
the Major, "which proved that as we increased in 
our esteem for human life, and as our sense of its 
finality was enhanced, so—" but the sentence was 
never finished, for with a bound which this time 
nearly unseated the rider, his horse sprung to the 
other side of the road. 

Beatrice had scarcely time to note the creature's 
pawing foot, arched neck, and dilated eye and nostril, 

VOL. II. p 
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all expressive of some sudden impulse of alarm in its 
fine nature^ when a ruffian looking man datted from 
the hedge, and sfood between her and Major Perci- 
val. Although much startled, she neither moved nor 
screamed ; and, in another moment a woman in a red 
gipsy cloak, and with a cotton handkerchief tied over 
her head, stood by her side, and peered curiously in 
her face. 

"Lady," she said, in a harsh grating voice, but 
with her black eyes still fixed on the face of Beatrice, 
as it looked unflinchingly towards her. " You have 
much courage, but— Beware." And she vanished. Then 
Miss Lester turned towards the Major. The man, whose 
face was concealed by a slouching hat and handkerchief 
round his throat, had taken hold of the bridle. In 
vain the animal foamed and tossed its head. The 
rider's right hand was uplifted, and in it he held 
a whip. Beatrice distinctly heard the coarse tones 
of the stranger : 

" Do I — And if you dare— by — I will here .... 
on this very spot— now \" 

And the man turned towards her. Her courage 
rising with supposed danger, she was about to inter- 
fere in the Major's behalf, (though what she would 
have done, or said, she never knew) when, to her 
amazement, she beheld his strong arm fall to his 
side, and bending down, he uttered some words in a 
voice so low that they failed to reach her ear. Ln- 
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mediately the ragged intruder let go the bridle^ and^ 
again standing half way between thorn exclaimed : 

'^Eemember/^ 

Major Percival's horse again reared, and then, 
after pawing the ground once more, brought its 
master back to her side ; — the man had disappeared. 

Twilight had deepened, but the Major knew that 
the clear eyes of Beatrice were looking through it, on 
him. He felt that she was more astonished than 
alarmed. 

'' It is as well to temporize with the chief of a rough 
gang,'* he said, " when the odds in ambush would 
certainly be against you.'' Then — ''I hope. Miss 
Lester, you have not been much alarmed by this 
adventure ?'' 

''No/' she concisely answered, and after a mo- 
ment asked. 

'' Had you ever seen the man before !" 

"Oh !" he replied, in an unusually off-hand tone, 
''my servant pointed him out to me the other day, 
as the leader of a desperate set of vagrants about 
here, so I knew the fellow I had to deal with, you 
see — ha, ha 1" 

But Beatrice, rejoiced when she found this journey 
was nearly at an end. The most delicate com- 
pliments on her courage failed to beguile the 
remainder of the way. All conversation ceased; 

F 2 
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despite an effort, now and then on the Major's 
part, again to 'get up its steam/ 

Evening closed around them ; but she never trem- 
bled until, once more safe beneath the roof of her 
temporary home, she sought her own chamber ; and 
then, dismissing her maid, and after giving some 
orders for the relief of her favourite horse, at whose 
lameness the groom was astounded, she sank into a 
chair and wept. 



At a late hour of the same night, a lady sat alone 
beneath that roof. It was the same pale, fair 
woman who had ridden by the side of Beatrice in 
the mornings before the accident to her horse, or its 
shoe, caused them to part company; but at this. ad- 
vanced hour, she looked still paler and fairer, as the 
candles on the dressing-table near her burned lower 
and lower ; and her hair, loosened from the circlet of 
pearls which had evidently been recently cast aside, 
fell in disorder about her face, were not held back 
by the one hand on which her head rested wearily. 

The profile, thus partially exposed to view, was 
delicate and well chiselled, but anxiety was traceable 
in every line ; its expression, indeed, was painfully out 
of keeping with the brilliant gems sparkling on her 
fingers, or the peculiarly rich and costly attire which 
had not yet given place to a more convenient dress 
for the hour or place. 
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But just as she moved^ with the seeming intention 
of retiring to rest> the door opened^ and a gentleman 

entered. It was Mr. O , the same who was 

seen once before^ in the course of this Tale^ in 
conversation with the fair Countess at the party in 
Belgrave Square. 

Major fercival then mentioned his reputation for 
taste^ but his appreciation of this man^ generally, fell 
far below the mark; fbr he was not only a very 
patron of pure art, but the consistent upholder of all 
things excellent. The liberal contributor to all 
costly charities throughout the country, the du-ector 
of many a beneficent scheme, his household was 
quoted as a homily on the just uses of wealth ; few 
things in London were so thoroughly proper. He 
had outlived the usual inquiries as to his generation, 
and now everybody courted his hospitality, beneath 
the shadow of which might be found the best cui- 
sine, the most exquisite pictures, the prettiest women, 
and, every succeeding season, a larger concourse of 
the best men. Solemn senators, successful authors, 
great painters; mighty bankers, and merchant- 
princes; governors of virtue and her invulnerable 
institutions; all excellent. Bespectabilities, nota- 
bilities> and bond fide liabilities. " Arabs,'* (as 
Blackwood^ that dear old ebon philosopher, calls 
them) were carefully excluded; for this house was 
no desert, nor place for the wanderer and adven- 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



102 THE SLSTEB 

turer^ whose hand might be against every man* 
Ah, no 1 Nothing of that sort. It was the goodly 
taberaacle for proved and prosperous conventionali- 
ties, bound together by the Gordian knot of social 
and successful orthodoxy— self-satisfied and sure; 
aye, sure as the Joint-Stock Bank itself. The host 
was so rich— and his guests were so reputable ! 

All very proper. But even all the gold of 
*' Sidonia " cannot always prevent the best man in 
existence from sometimes getting off the lines of 
good-temper when alone with his wife. Matrimony 
has generally some awkward groove, some broad or 
narrow gauge that the locomotive won^t fit ; and so 
this pattern of prosperous propriety must be par- 
doned for looking savage when confronting that pale, 
delicate woman to-night. 

''What folly is this, Mary?^' he exclaimed. 
''What the deuce are you sitting up for at this 
hourr 

" I could not help it,'^ she simply answered. " I 
—I— felt so anxious.'^ 

" Anxious !'^ he repeated, with renewed vexation. 
" Anxious 1 What vapourish trash is this 1 The sooner 
your get rid of such nonsense, the better for us 
both, I can tell you/' and rudely passing her, he pro- 
ceeded to light a taper from one of the candles now 
burning lower than ever in their sockets; but, as he 
turned to depart, he was met again by a wan face. 
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and a pair of eyes which were raised very tearfully 
and pleadingly to his. 

''Upon my life, Mary/' he exclaimed, putting 
^own his candlestick, and standing with his back to 
the fire, in the most approved style of the male 
domestic martyr. ''Upon my life, Mary, you are 
enough to drive me mad. Instead of being, as you 
ought to be, the happiest woman in the world, 
enjoying all things you can desire, and in possession 
of every advantage transcending the wildest possible 
dreams of your early life, here I find you— yoti whom 
I have surrounded with every luxury; you, whose 
clothing and jewels, whose houses and equipages, are 
superior to anything you see elsewhere— sitting 
fretting alone when everybody else is in bed, wasting 
what remains of your good looks, and altogether, 
as miserable as if you w^e still the underpaid over- 
tasked governess we both once knew. Upon my 
life, it wears out my patience — it clogs my career, 
it is almost a tempting of Providence, it's enough to 
put back the wheels of fortune— and — " 

" Oh \" she exclaimed, passionately, and advancing 
with clasped hands, towards him, "would that I 
could put back the wheels of Fortune, and of Time 
toor 

" And if you could,^' he answered, with a cold, 
biting sarcasm, " the chances would be sorely against 
their doing so much twice in your favour.*' 
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'^ And what have they done for either, or both of 
us ? Oh, Harry I'' and she lovingly laid a trembling 
hand on his shoulder, and gazed wistfully into his 
face ; but he impatiently averted it, kept both hands 
still under his coat tails, and stamping his foot, cried i 

'^ Pshaw r 

"Do you suppose, husband," she continued, still 
supporting herself by his side, though no arm was 
stretched out to gather her nearer to his bosom : 
"Do you suppose that fine clothes, and hollow 
show, can give peace or pleasure to the heart of that 
humble little governess we both once knew, and you 
once seemed so much to love without any of these 
things ? 

" Ah 1 dearest Harry, Fve been thinking to-night of 
one day, long ago, when, walking with the children, 
of whom I had the charge, by the river side, you 
met me, and told me how you were going to London 
to seek a competence and find a modest home for us. 
How such a prospect was the bourne of all my 
wishes— how I rejoiced, even to ecstacy, when your 
clerkship at last offered the desired means; and 
afterwards— oh Harry 1 how happy we were ! Don't 
you remember our tiny home, and our simple plea- 
sures alternating with its precious duties? How 
our baby boy, who is now dead, used to look for 
your return, and open his little arms — ^^ but here her 
voice was smothered for a moment, then, recovering 
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it, she added, in a tone of anguish, " Oh ! the 
bliss of those days -^ how far surpassing anything 
that can be fonnd around us now, in the midst of all 
this grandeur I Besides— beside— '* but she stopped 
in hesitation. 

'' Besides what ?'' he asked, sternly, and leaning 
back against the mantel-shelf, as if prepared for any 
amount of marital endurance. " Besides what ? Pray 
continue. Let me hear the end of all these whimsicali- 
ties this once, that Z may avoid the chance of a 
second infliction." 

She scanned his face for a moment with a painful 
expression of ei^er curiosity; and then, drawing 
nearer to him, she said, in a thrilling whisper. 

*^ I often wonder where all the money comes 
from.'' 

He started and turned quite white ; then angrily 
exclaimed, but in a low, hoarse tone : 

" Womwi— are you mad ? What are you aiming 
at with all these siddy fancies and reminiscences ? 
Didn't I tell you that — that— my old aunt who lived 
abroad, left me all her fortune, and what the 

U ' A . • . . 

But it was now her turn to interrupt; gathering 
courage from her confession, she interposed as if 
with some desperate determination. 

" But, Henry, she could not have possessed so 
muich as we spend in one year. And as to the emio* 

F S 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



106 THE SISTER 

laments of the office which you are praised for so 
modestly keeping in the midst of your popular pros- 
perity, they would scarcely suffice to keep one of the 
carriages I am forced to ride in, from whence then— 
oh— from whence, the costly houses which are ours 
— the train of lazy menials— the— '' 

" In short,'' he continued with livid lips, and in 
a cold compressed tone, '^ all the honours and luxury 
which you have not the ambition to desire, nor the 
taste to appreciate. But understand, and that for 
once and always, that I will allow no interference. 
What can a woman know,'' he went on contemp- 
tuously, '' of money's worth when put out to proper 
interest, or of just speculations which the world 
abounds in for the far-seeing and clear-sighted in the 
present day ? Fools fail in these things, but the wise 
prosper." 

She shuddered, but still stood before him with 
clasped hands ; her eyes no longer sought his face, 
for his words, which, even if relied on, but spoke 
the cruel creed of the world— success— had struck a 
chill to her heart. Then, suddenly, his policy 
changed. For the first time that night, he drew 
her towards him ; but it was now her turn to appear 
indifferent to his caress. Alas I when man and wife 
are not sincere towards each other I What fantastic, 
horrible shapes the cloud assumes between them I 
In this case like a spectre, unseen by others, but 
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never ceasing to haant, to chilly to oppress, to crush 
9, once warm^ gentle^ and most loving human heart. 

'' Do not, Mary, for your own sake, trouble 
yourself thus /' he said, stooping to impress a kiss 
on her pale brow. " I do not inflict on you an ac- 
count of the rise and fall of the money-market, and 
so on, because I desire you only to enjoy that which 
you may do confidently, and without any fear for the 
morrow; but confess, my love, that it is but a 
poor reward to see you depressed and fanciful like 
this/' 

*' You know I was never ambitious,'' she quietly 
said. 

" But / was," he briskly answered in a more 
genuine tone than any in which he had yet spoken. 
*' Aye, always,'' he continued. " And yes— I do 
remember that day by the river side long ago, Mary ; 
and I remember, too, that you checked, even then, 
the extent of my aspirations for our future. And 
what implanted those aspirations within me ?" And 
then, without awaiting reply, he went on, as if 
speaking more to himself than to her, in a concen- 
trated voice. 

''What implanted them ? Why, the sight of the 
world's adulation of money. In the neighbourhood 
where we lived was a rich squire, rich and vile ; but 
all men— respectable men, with modest wives— ^ 
bowed down to him, even to the fox-hunting parson 
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of the parish^ when the pleasures of the chase drew 
him there for a short season every year, from the 
richer living which owned his more constant resi- 
dence. Then I saw the ^1 I loved, hired out by 
wealth ; her time, her talents, yielded up to a vulgar 
brood, to whom the squire and the parson were 
wdcome— and by whom the poor curate was ex- 
cluded—for money ! I came to London, and found 
the same tale. Women sold at the altar for money ! 
Acquaintances eagerly formed, or hearts carelessly 
broken for money ! And then I made a vow, Mary. 
I swore that I would be rich. Chance favoured 
me /' he went on with a strange smile on his lip, 
and glitter in his eye, " and now behold me rich- 
behold me honoured, for Fve mastered my fate, and 
reached the goal ! We're rich, Mary— rich, beyond 
all I once ever proposed or dreamed.'^ 

And he uttered a low laugh— a laugh she hoped 
not to hear again. Without reverting to his wealth, 
she strove to find refuge in the honour he had 
named. 

"Yes, Henry, you are honoured/' she said. "I 
could not but observe at dinner how much that 
gentleman, the Director of the Company for which 
you officiate, deferred in all things to your opinion. 
I heard, too, how that lady, the mother of those dis- 
agreeable girls, and wife of the Government man, was 
eagerly canvassing your interest for her Charity List, 
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how she begged for the prestige of your name. I 
noticed^ also^ the deep attention paid to your views 
on Modem Art by that dark and tacitam Major 
Perdyal;'' and then^ saddenly breaking off^ as if 
somewhat cheered by the idea that the social Vox 
Popfdi must be unerring^ and glad— poor thing — ^to 
bow her meek spirit to its wise decree— *' But what 
kept you up so late to-ni^t ?^' she asked. 

''Piquet and that same Percival/' he answered, 
evidently relieved to change the subject; and the 
late tension giving way, suffering himself to yawn. 
''I lost/' he added, '* as I always do with him at any 
game; and he wanted me to take my revenge in 
his dressing-room, as he's off for London in the 
morning/' 

*' Ah, Pm so glad F' she exclaimed. 

''You— why?'' he asked. 

" Because I believe him to be a bad man, and 
because I think his absence will be a positive relief 
to Miss Lester." 

"Pooh— pooh!" was the husband's rejoinder, 
addressed to the first part of her answer; and to the 
last, "I think your admiration outruns your wit. 
No woman, not even your paragon. Miss Lester, is 
likely to be averse to the attentions of a handsome 
fellow like Percival." 

" Ah ! Henry," answered the wife, " you don't 
know her, as I do; or you would appreciate h^ 
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better. Her kindness to me has been the best thing 
I have met ¥dth, here or anywhere, for many a day. 
Now there/' she continued, with animation, '' is an 
instance of wealth which spams all adulation, and of 
a simple charity which shuns obtrusiveness/' 

''Oh, well,'' he interrupted in the same pooh- 
poohing tone, but with a lowering brow, ''pray 
cultivate your appreciation of Miss Lester, as much 
as you like, but don't keep me up to hear a lecture 
on her virtues, or eccentricities, as some people think 
them." (Beatrice never flattered him). Then, turning 
round as he prepared to depart: "But cultivate 
her, as I said, as much as you like. She's decidedly 
good ton, and it's fortunate she's visiting here at the 
same time that we are, as she is the best link you 
can find to the Duchess of Ayrton's set. But in 
making up to her, don't turn your back so much as 
you do on the other women here ; good-night, Mary, 
good-night. I should have thought my little wife 
had, by this time, become a better lady of fashion 
than to bore her husband in a tSte-a-tSte, or need 
his advice as to her friendships." 

But, when the door closed upon him, the little 
wife painfully proved that, instead of being so 
thoroughly well educated as she ought tfl have been 
under his tutelage, she was still unreclaimed from 
the wilds of nature and her inspirations as wife and 
woman; for she sat down and gave way to an agony 
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of tears. Where had all the sympathy gone, where 
fled the holy confidence which bound her once unto 
this man? 

Loathing the luxury by which she was surrounded, 
looking back with a yearning of the soul for the 
primitive joys, hopes, fears, and sympathies of the 
past, she knelt down in that chamber and prayed for 
—Poverty. 
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CHAPTEE X. 

Welcome Absence— Pre-Raphslite Pretender— Official's Wife 
and Daughters — Blue and Blonde — Home for Poor Dress- 
makers — The Old French Marquise — The Bishop without 
Sleeves— The Two Saints. 

The next day Major Percival left the Villa. His 
absence was an intense relief to Beatrice^ and finding 
that he had not made any allusion to their last 
evening's adventure, she, for some reason undefinable, 
even to herself, refrained from doing so. Before, 
however, another week had elapsed, a letter came to 
her from him. She did not like the tone of this 
letter; its purport was to ask her opinion of a 
picture which had been exhibited during the pre- 
ceding season, and which the Major was thinking, so 
he said, of purchasing. It was pre-Eaphselite, and 
one with which she was familiar ; but, despite her 
well known love of art, her vivid appreciation of all 
its various schools and exponents, why should Major 
Percival presume to appeal to her concerning his 
intended acquisition P 
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She would not have felt this so keenly, but for 
the nameless under-current of the letter, which 
was too deferential and flattering to be acceptable 
to a mind so delicate as that to which it was 
addressed ; it seemed to infer that henceforth every 
incident of the writer's life must, for his own 
happiness, be sealed with her approbation. The 
hand-writing was most peculiar — where had she 
seen it before? Without any positive link, it 
brought back to her memory her late uncle, and some 
scraps of old papers left in hiff desk. This letter 
from the Major, in which there was so much implied 
and nothing said, was speedily answered, and de- 
stroyed as something disagreeable. The reply was 
brief, and in the third person, merely containing the 
opinion he had requested— an opinion much more in 
favour of the picture than Miss Lester would have 
been inclined to accord to some productions of its 
master's followers, who, instead of meeting Nature 
face to face, and representing her as they profess, 
really as she is, destroy her glorious unity by the 
distractions of a petty and infinitesmal detail. 

There is a just medium between the superstitious 
technicalities of Art, by which a blotch of the brush 
is called a tree, or a layer of blue and white, sky or 
water — and the elaboration of a microscopic imita- 
tion. But it is a healthy movement in the right 
direction, this pre-Kaphaelism, and will be adjusted by 
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the great power it is intended to honour. Nature, 
while accepting its excellence, will probably soon 
teach her sincere worshippers to reject the elabora- 
tion which appears unworthy of her best and grand 
decrees. Sincerity is, always, after all, in the right 
road. Truth never deceives, though as life and 
experience progress and ramify, we are apt to smile 
at the contracted focus into which we once were wont 
to gather and restrain its eternal forces. But if 
Beatrice mused on pre-Baphaelism, she did not write 
her thoughts ; on the contrary, after despatching her 
note of six lines, she carried its suggestions to the 
shrubbery. 

In the drawing-room sat a mother and two 
daughters who watched her, as she crossed the 
lawn. The matron was still handsome, her girls 
never were; but an abundance of fair curls in the 
younger, and a proportionate quantity of arcadian 
ribbons, made her pass muster in her own estima- 
tion—especially when she stood up and sung bravura 
songs to the accompaniment of her mother^B fingers 
on the piano. Now what had this blonde Shepher- 
dess to do with the passionate songs of the South ? 
Simply what every other girl fancies she has. A 
pity, so far, that their mothers have never made ac- 
quaintance with that ' dreadful, destestable Eousseau.' 
Jean Jacques would ask them: "La mfime 
m^thode va-t-elle k tons les esprits ?'' And surely 
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they would agree with this crasader against the 
mechanism of educational routine when he adds : 
'' On ne me fera jamais croire que les mSmes atti- 
tudes^ les memes pas^ les mSmes mouvements^ les 
mSmes gestes^ les mSmes danses^ conviennent it une 
petite brune vive et piquante, et k une grande belle 
blonde aui yeui languissans/' 

But English mammas are often great upholders of 
their country's routine, and this one was especially 
patriotic on the point, being the wife of one of those 
machines by whom, (afterwards,) sickness, death, and 
possible defeat were deemed preferable to the slightest 
deviation from the orthodox official line, which 
agony and humanity were politely requested to take 
into proper consideration. So the Blonde sung 
bravuras, and her plainer sister, finding crinoline and 
coquetry ineffectual through some half dozen seasons, 
clasped the helmet of Minerva across a brow that 
was never noted for its development, armed herself . 
with a silver trowel, and, after making rapid scientific 
strides in laced-up bottines, agreed in thinking it 
strange that, *' no one had yet recorded the fact of 
the terebella multiplying itself by the process of 
gemination, which is known to occur in the case 
of some other annelids— such as the Nais, the Syllis, 
and the Myriana/' 

" Ah I what pretty names, are they not, Arcadia ?'* 
she exclaimed to her sister who was deep in the 
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arithmetic of crochet,— ''how I should rejoice in 
the acquaintance/' 

" "What of those — what do you call them ?" 

''Oh, no, yes, I mean — but I was alluding to the 
friends of science, and healthy research, who so 
charmingly expound them/' 

"Four, six, ten, twenty, drop three,'' muttered 
Arcadie over her crochet — and then answered, " only 
I don't think they would care to know you/' 

Belinda, the blue, pouted, and felt desperately dis- 
posed to apply the silver trowel to her sister's ears. 

But before she had time to do so, 

"Oh, look," exclaimed Arcadie to her mother and 
sister, " there is Miss Lester walking across the lawn, 
—dull enough, doubtless, without her friend the 
Major!" 

" He certainly seemed to admire her, but in the 
case of a large fortune like her's, my dears, it is 
impossible to tell how far a man is attracted by the 
money/' 

" Ah !" exclaimed Arcadie, with a sigh, " well — 
and no blame either. How can a man afford to 
marry without it? I am sure I should be sorry 
enough to share the experiment/' 

"Quite right, my dear," answered mamma. "I 
hope you will always keep in the same mind/' 

"Neither talent nor beauty are appreciated without 
gold!" indignantly rejoined Belinda, the blue, 
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" though there is more chance for the former to force 
an independent way/' 

'' Oh !" cried mamma, " for goodness sake, my 
charming girl, donH talk of 'independence/ It is 
the most unseemly word in a woman's mouth/' 

" But Miss Lester has enough of it !" 

'' Only tolerated," cried Materfamilias, " because 
she is rich. But you must, by no means, neglect 
her," continued mamma, who observed the girls cast 
an envious glance towards the beautiful figure of 
Beatrice, '' she has so much power. Why, you re- 
member the other day, for example, when we went to 

hurry on Madame , the modiste, she told us 

she positively could not help the delay about those 
ball-dresses, as Miss Lester, after conjuring her to 
abolish the over hours among her young people, 
had positively helped them to defend themselves 
against an immemorial practice in such houses as 
Madame's during the season, by establishing a home 
for these poor dress- makers, by the regulations of 
which they are compelled to be in at an early hour 
of the evening/' 

'^ Monstrous !" ejaculated Arcadia, tossing her 
curls and ribbons contemptuously. 

*' And I tell you what," tragically added the blue, 
'' by such regulations, and ridiculous reforms, the very 
liberty of the British subject, in the smallest con- 
cerns of life, is threatened to be infringed. I do 
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wish papa would write a letter, (anonymous, of course,) 
to some newspaper about it." 

" Well, my dears,'' agreed mamma, in a plaintive 
voice, " I do think that it w a hard thing that you 
are to be deprived of your dresses at the proper time, 
and Madame encouraged in a want of punctuality, 
by Miss Lester's whims : but still it does not do, you 
know, to rebel against the despotism of wealth. It 
is 80 unwise to make a powerful person an enemy — 
never forget that, my children." 

''Well!" wrathfully rejoined the blue, ''if I 
were a man, no money in the world would render 
such unfeminine proceedings palatable to me I And 
besides, what encouragements she holds out to idle- 
ness among the lower classes !" 

"Very improper!" sighed mamma, "but still, my 
dears-" 

"Yet," exclaimed Arcadia, who was often ex- 
tremely provoking, "I don't know, Belinda, after 
all, that the dress-maker's home is worse than your 
bottles full of sea-side slime. These girls are as 
good, at all events, as polypes, or whatever you call 
those horrid nasty things." 

The blue looked murderously towards the blonde ; 
then wrapt in superior consciousness, she loftily re- 
plied in a freezing tone of proud reserve, 

" Indeed ! Scientific Eesearch is a very different 
thing, let me tell you, to Social Keform." 
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As Beatrice was aboat to enter the shrubbery, she 
was joined by a very aged lady, to whom she offered 
her arm; the support of her young favourite was 

needed, as the Marquise de L D , was old 

enough to remember the events and actors of the 
Great Eevolution. Many of her friends had perished 
by the guillotine, but she, sometimes in exile, and 
sometimes in her belle France, for beautiful with all 
its faults and vagaries it ever was to her, had outlived 
the chances and changes of the past, and was a 
painfully eager observer of the strange present in 
her native land. 

Though never an Orleanist she had been the 
friend of Madame de Genlis, and, in speaking of 
Louis Phillipe was wont to say, ^ Mais oui ; all that 
is good in that man, was, I do think, the work of a 
woman/ 

Then she prophecied how the belle France would 
succumb for a time to a miserable necessity— 'but 
not yet the last page, she would add, ' Vous verrez/ 
The ancient Marquise did not say ' Nous verrons,' 
because she knew that, in the course of Nature, she 
must soon pass from the stage whereon she had 
played a conspicuous part, 'but in the which she had 
never seen the thing more strange than the Now ;' 
so in her prophetic and political visions she was 
wont to warn Beatrice of what was to come ; but as 
this is not a book on French politics, her prescience 
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need not be here recorded. Her conversations with 
Miss Lester were generally in French, but, being a 
little proud of her proficiency in English, she would 
occasionally address her in that language, as on this 
occasion. 

'' Ah ! so charmed thus to encounter you I I 
was taking myself the little turn of walk— but give 
me, T pray you, the arm, mon ange. Ah ! c'est 
bien — it is more com-for-ta-ble,^' and she laughed 
while Beatrice slackened her pace to suit the tot- 
tering steps she supported. 

Miss Lester always looked taller than she really 
was ; the idea of height in a woman is not so much 
the result of inches, as of symmetry and dignity. 
Madame la Marquise thought the ^'jeune Anglaise'* 
very tall, but she herself was decidedly and extremely 
small— very petite in youth, and now shrunk and 
diminished by long time and much sorrow. But the 
Parisian love of chat was not dead within her, and 
her faculties were remarkably keen. The two young 
ladies and their mamma, in the drawing-room, 
thought the Marquise a horrid bore, and laughed 
at her scanty dress and quaint little cap, but Bea- 
trice really liked her; and Madame was quick to 
discern the difference. 

"And so,'' she continued, "my belle is alone 
now ! Monsieur is gone ! Ah I mon enfant,^' 
shaking her head, and looking up wistfully, "I 
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never like that grand soldat. He is great, but he is 
terrible. He minds me of the Evil Eye 1^' 

" I am glad, Madame, that he has left us ;" simply 
and sincerely said Beatrice. 

"Ah! that makes me pleasure. Pardon— but I 
had almost fear— ah! mon ange — you know — you 
know/' and with an ecstatic movement of relief from 
some incubus, she took the soft white hand of Miss 
Lester between her withered palms, and, as Beatrice 
smilingly inclined towards her, kissed her on both 
cheeks. "But— tiens — I like not the medisance— 
so turn us away from that mauvais sujet f but the 
little old lady looked for a moment sivirement to- 
wards a dark, tall, and magnificent dahlia. She 
then resumed, " Vous verrez, my bien aimee, ^-pro- 
pos to the Evil Eye— that Paris become some day 
mystique.^' 

Beatrice expressed a hope to the contrary, but 
thought of the conversation as to the probable re- 
action of materialism she had lately held with the 
Major. Madame seemed to divine that her com- 
panion's thoughts had reverted to that terrible, for, 
despite her amiable declaration, she added : 

"Mais — oui— that man there know more of the 
dark secrets than you think. He has been to their 
land.'' 

At this moment, Beatrice caught sight of a figure 
through a hedge which bounded this part of the 

VOL. II. a 
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grounds from some adjoining meadows, which so 
startled her, that it required all her presence of mind 
not to betray her alarm to her aged companion. 
This %ure was no other than that of the gipsy 
woman whose word "Beware!'^ had more than once 
echoed in her ear. The red cloak, blue kerchief, 
and black eyes were not observed by the Marquise, 
who, however, was rendered somewhat uneasy by 
the slight tremulousness of the arm on which she 
leaned. 

'' Let us return to the house,^' quietly proposed 
Miss Lester. 

'' If you show unto me the drawing I do hear of 

your making,^^ answered Madame de L D , 

and Beatrice agreeing, they slowly retraced their 
steps, and the Marquise was conducted to the young 
lady^s dressing-room. 

'' Ah ! but it is marvellous 1'' she exclaimed, 
standing before an easel, on which was placed a 
newly-finished painting. "Ah I but the wind it 
does blow in that pay sage, and the waters flow. Ma 
belle is great artist '* 

And the Marquise was strangely moved by a 
strange picture. A solitary man pursuing his way, 
across a desolate track, with a streak of light just 
breaking through the sky above, while heavy clouds 
were rolling over the distant mountains in the back- 
ground, and a deep, broad river, towards which 
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he was approaching^ showed the difficalty of his 
way. 

"And fancy/' exclaimed Beatrice^ ^'fimcy, dear 
Madame, a bishop swimming across such a riirer with 
a man on his back/' 

''Est-ce possible 1'^ exclaimed the Marquise^ dasp- 
ing her hands together. 

" Quite possible, and quite true.'' 

"Mais— not with his— with his^great big stiff 
sleeve ?'' 

"Ah! no/' answered Beatrice, laughing; "bis 
crozier would be the best help across land and 
through water like that." 

" Ah ! behold the many dangers there I" 

" Yes, but not greater than those found in palaces/' 

" Ah ! il n'y en a point— no palaces. The paysage 
is not English/' 

"But the Bishop is," said Miss Lester; and so 
saying, she produced a portfolio of drawings for the 
amusement of the picture-loving Marquise. Two 
among these especially attracted the attention of the 
old lady. They were of two female saints. 

" And which do you prefer?" asked Miss Lester. 

"Oh! but how they are different!" exclaimed 
Madame. " This one looks as if she had thought 
never but of Heaven— had known never of tempta- 
tion. Ah I she is, and has been always, siraphique. 

Q 2 
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And that other— her form is more maiSriel, but 
her expression is of the spirit/^ 

''And do you not remember some of the exquisite 
works of the old masters, representing both types ? 
Ah ! Madame, which is more worthy our reverential 
contemplation— the one, to whom Evil has ever been 
unknown, or that which bespeaks original sin, and 
proclaims the victory divine ?" 

" Ah ! mon enfant, how difficult a question ! Mais 
— je ne sais pas/' 




Digitized by VjOOQIC 



OF CHABITT 125 



CHAPTER XI. 

Vision of Pitcairn — ^The Mother's Grave — Erening Service — The 
Weird Woman and the Elf Child—Up the Mountain—In the 
Mist, 

Amy Lylb, too, had received a letter from New 
Zealand ; but this time the words of brotherly love 
which it contained were not contrasted with the deep, 
though, to her, not hidden springs of another emotion 
towards her patroness. The reason why Beatrice 
did not forward to Cornwall the one addressed to her 
may hereafter be revealed. Not, therefore, in such 
anguish, but mournfully enough did the young girl 
read over and over again the lines which related to 
her, as to a child, the wonderful tales of a new 
world. She pondered over the letter long and often ; 
but not the sudden discovery of gold in Australia, 
nor the songless birds of that wide land, nor the 
heart-burnings of New Zealand, nor pictures of half 
reclaimed savage life, nor the dawn of hope and 
faith over distant regions, claimed her deep conside- 
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ration. The pictures^ panoramic to her fancy, and 
the poem of this our day, so beautifully drawn and 
told, were interesting only to her inasmuch as she 
could behold Eustace reflected on the canvas of the 
one, or in the pages of the other. Panorama or 
poem, what matter they to love like her^s ? The 
whole world is but a frame-work for the man. But on 
one possibility she lingered with peculiar interest— a 
visit to Pitcaim. Long before so much was known 
of that small island as now, she had heard Eustace 
Neville dilate in glowing terms on the triumph it 
demonstrated of good over evil. Enthusiastically 
he had pourtrayed to her in happier days that garden 
as of Paradise begirt with the deep blue waters, and 
inhabited by the simple, pious, and industrious 
descendants of a band of lawless men and savage 
women. She remembered a remark that he had 
made in reference to this isle : 

" Civilization I Such a boast as there is about it 
—such a hue and cry for progress ! But let us 
rather invert the ratio by tracing it back to its fount ; 
the farther we wander from its source, the more 
puzzling and polluted the road we tread; for where 
is such a picture of perfect civilization as the garden 
of Paradise before the faD ; and where such fit in- 
habitants for such a place as our first parents before 
the serpent's prompting P'* And though all this and 
much more, would be said in anything but a grandi- 
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loquent style (in fact, the vivacity of Beatrice often 
recalled the mood and memory of such moments to 
Amy Lyle) the earneastness of some deep conviction 
beneath a sparkling surface was reflected in the mind 
of the orphan girl, and remained with her, as the 
recollection of some page in one of her father's best 
sermons. She knew that both these men believed, 
the young and the old, that the nearer the approach 
to primitive truth, without any intervening barrier, 
the nearer to divinity and the angels of heaven. 

So now, she pictured to herself the arrival of 
Eustace, welcomed by the strong and brave among 
the youths who crowd around him to hear a descrip- 
tion of the boasted land of their forefathers, grasping 
his hand with a brother's cordial welcome, and 
leading him to the feet of the patriarchal old man, 
their respected guide and preceptor, who blesses 
him, and bowing his white and venerable head, pro- 
nounces the words of a mutual hope beyond the 
bright sky which shines over them. Then, as they 
all stand up together on that distant shore, she 
hears the sublime Cantate Domino; the echoes of 
the island once resounding but the song of birds, 
or the splash of the ocean, reverberate now with the 
chant of praise, and prolong the Gloria Patri ; pro- 
claiming thus the communion which cannot be re- 
stricted by space, circumstance, or time. 

Oh I what joy for these Heaven preserved brethren 
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to hear the tongue of the distant land prononnce 
with them the Creed which, with England's language, 
had been so miraculously perpetuated among them, 
what joyful expectation that the stranger-brother 
would return to tlie land with which they claim 
afiSnity of blood, and send out to them from thence 
the Sacramental help, for which they would hence- 
forth look across the wide ocean ; how the old man 
must yearn for such spiritual privileges, how he will 
hope now to remain a span longer on the bright 
island, until he witnesses it invested with all the 
strength, and beholds it implanted with the symbols 
of the Faith to which he has clung. Then she sees 
the young and timid maidens approach, hand in 
hand, to look on the guest from the far and tradi- 
tionary North ; their supple forms, ignorant of any- 
thing like civilized pressure, are lightly clad, betray- 
ing in every graceful movement a perfect modesty, 
not less than the beauteous health which is the result 
of the freedom of their lives. Happiness beams in 
their dark eyes, which, in their brightness seem to 
have retained the light of the sky above them, on 
which they often gaze with a perfect reverent compre- 
hension that its e£Pulgence is nothing to be compared 
to the glory of which it is but a radiant curtain. 
Their black hair is wreathed with the flowers which 
grow spontaneously around them ; some pure white, 
others of brilliant hue, crimson and green, contrast- 
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ing well with their clear bnt dark complexions. 
Their walk is majestic, their attitude erect, in some 
moods, but at other moments, their speed is like the 
wind, their swift feet unerring in climbing the rocks ; 
or upward, but luxuriant paths of their bright, sea- 
girt Paradise. 

Yes, such a vision, beautiful because free from 
sin, and heavenly because approximating to the first 
principles of great truths, was before Amy Lyle, who 
afterwards beheld, in imagination, the man she loved 
alone, on the sea-shore, and listlessly tracing a large 
circle, emblem of his thoughts, while the waves 
sparkle at his feet, and whisper of untold treasures 
beneath their deep blue surface; far, far, below. 
The old man, the youths and maidens have vanished, 
and the Englishman is alone with his hopes or fears, 
while, for the moment, the wondrous scenery in the 
background, with its strange tall feathery trees, and 
exceedingly beautiful tale of light and shade, is for- 
gotten in the-reverie of the artist. But Amy knows 
that such abstraction cannot long satisfy the heart 
and soul of a man not bom to live alone; that his 
spirit must soon go forth to meet an ideal com- 
panion, without whom, even an island bright and 
beautiful as this must be a desert; and who the 
befitting friend for such a man as this dreamer by 
the sea ? — -Woman. But what woman to fulfil the 
requirements of a nature so complex as his, but 

G 8 
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simple in its one great need of loTe I Philosopher, 
artist, poet, yet with a child's heart. And Amy 
sighs, as she deems herself nnworthj even to con* 
template, incapable cTcn to comprehend, this indivi- 
dual man. Bat she shudders, as standing aside in 
her own deep humility, she beholds the form of one 
she knows, advancing in white ethereal robes across 
the ocean, the azure waves sparkling with starry 
brilliance around, and a long line of light, stretdiing 
even to the distant horizon of sea and sky in the 
train of this fair apparition ; she gasps as Eustace 
looks up, with a face all radiant with joy, and 
stretching forth his arms towards the shadow, cries 
out, in a voice ringing with exultant love and 
joy- 

''Thou, and thou only r 

Amy, the unremembered, moans ; but the ripple 
of the waves as they whisper to the bright sea shells^ 
and the song of happy birds, as their melodious 
chorus ascends from the gorgeous earth into the 
sunlit space above them, prevents any echo to the 
cry of wretchedness sent forth from a stricken and 
solitary heart. 

Then, in her own chamber, beneath the Castle 
roof, she stood, and with hands meekly crossed upon 
her breast, exclaimed: 

"But let it be so. ItisweU.'' 
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Afterwards, she placed the letter from the distant 
world in her bosom, and wandered forth among the 
scenes of her childhood, scenes in which its writer had 
lived, and moved, and spoke; she wandered forth, and 
striving hard to quiet the spirit within her, at length 
reached his mother's grave. And there, sitting alone, 
she watched the shades of evening as they stole 
gently across the resting-places of the dead; and 
peace, deep, sweet peace, came to her at last. 

Then the chimes for evening service broke the 
stillness of the scene around her, but they disturbed 
not the hush of her soul. The windows of the old 
church were illumined from within, and a motley 
group of worshippers approached. 

Mothers leading their little children, old men tot- 
tering towards the ancient and open portal, and 
labourers from the fields and mines around and be- 
neath this goodly scene. To the very aged, and the 
young, the glimpse of the altar within, with its lights 
and flowers, looked wonderfully beautiful, reminding 
them of glories and never-dying branches, of which 
these, the lights and the flowers, were but the faintest 
symbols. And the radiance on the altar was not 
only artificial. In the early morning, the first rays 
&om the sun rested there ; and now, at evening, the 
last gleams of a day never to return, penetrated 
through the high, arched windows of coloured glass, 
and lingered, in brilliant hues, around this inmost 
recess of the sanctuary. 
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The last tones of the bell, expressive in its turn, of 
human joy, hope, or grief, and now of invitation to a 
better land, resounded over the graves of those who 
had passed through the mysterious portals to their 
sublime inheritance; and the pastor's daughter rose, 
and glided in among the assembled multitude at 
unity with itself, with death, and all creation. Apart 
from that throng, however, was a woman, who, 
standing in a side aisle, almost beyond the reaoh of 
the light, held by the hand a small and feeble child, 
whose large, hollow eyes, were fixed with exceeding 
wonder, on the altar in the distance ; then wandered, 
with a strange curiosity, from one to the other 
among the people, who, bent in veneration, were en- 
gaged in prayer. 

How different this, to his bewildered perception, 
from the squaUd garret in Bermondsey, where, crying 
for something to quench the thirst of a burning fever, 
he had plucked at, and counted the straws from his 
ragged bed ! 

Presently, when service was over in the sanctuary, 
the congregation dispersed, and people quietly 
wending their homeward way, with the words of 
divine Truth within their hearts. Amy Lyle, in her 
road towards the Castle, found herself beside this 
woman and child. The latter had been speaking. 

'^Oh! mother! what was it they sung in that 
1)eautifal place P What were they doing ?'' 
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''Why, the men and children, who stood near 
the place where the flowers and the great light were, 
and sung I'' 

'' You never heard music like that before P'^ asked 
the woman, in a half-absent tone, and with a wan- 
dering glance. 

''No, mother, no; not— oh ! never, in those dirty, 
noisy streets where they used to play and—'' 

"Hush, child, hush!'' and she turned towards 
him, with a gloomy, almost threatening brow, and 
dropped his hand. 

He hung his head ; then, working his little fingers 
again within her hold, he asked, in a low, thrilling 
voice, and looking up at her with his own peculiar 
and painful look : 

"But, mother dear, why didn't you kneel, too— 
why couldn't I?" 

Again she dropped the smaU, clinging hand. She 
stopped. The boy looked up at her, frightened and 
curious, but she did not heed him; then, raising one 
hand towards some unseen object, she laughed low 
and bitterly. 

" Oh ! mother, mother I why do you laugh— is it 
because you are glad ?" 

Then Amy Lyle overtook them. She recognized 
the figures in the road before her ; the autumn mist, 
now fast enshrouding every object, and making the 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



134 THS SISTER 

large trees bj the wayside look spectral in its ^oom, 
failed to conceal the worn and weary-looking woman^ 
and her fragQe diild. 

''Ohl Ellen/' she gently said, '' are you coming 
to the Castle to*>night P Shall we go np the park 
together r 

And the massive gates, through which they had 
just passed, closed with a heavy and portentous 
sound behind them. The child turned to look at 
the qaaint device, carved in stone, and representing 
the Leycester arms above; the fog almost concealed 
their outline, but the eyes of this strange, small 
creature seemed to shine more brightly through the 
gathering cloud. 

" No, Miss, no I'' answered the mother, in a harsh 
voice, which strangely contrasted with her more 
gentle tones at other times. ** No — not to-night f' 

Amy was accustomed to her various ^moods, but 
there was something so hollow and sepulchral in the 
sound of the words which now reached her, that the 
young lady shivered, and drew her mantle more 
closely around her. 

''I do not think you are well, Ellen,'' she said; 
" the night is cold." 

The woman's lip curled with ill-suppressed scorn; 
her eyes, sometimes so gentle, seemed filled with fire, 
as, averting her head, and gazing through the fog in 
the direction of the deep, dark river, whose distant 
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and turbid fall was just heard in the silence of the 
park, she answered in the same hollow voice : 

''Well? Oh, yes! I am very strong and well. 
Cold P — ha, ha !— I never feel the cold. Miss, as you 
seem to do/' 

But suddenly she seemed to change her mind and 
her mood. 

" Yes, Miss, yes. I will walk up the hill with 
you, a little way, just a little way.'* 

And taking the hand of her child again, she pro* 
ceeded, by the side of Amy Lyle, beneath the huge, 
and now almost leafless trees, her thin shawl flutter- 
ing in the gathering wind, which, as they ascended, 
became stronger, rustling among the dead leaves on 
the ground, and shaking the bleak branches high 
above their heads. 

'' Oh ! mother, it sounds as if it were in pain,'* 
exclaimed the child. 

^' It will clear the mist,'' said Amy, cheeringly. 

But the woman did not seem to hear the breese 
of coming winter. Suddenly she exclaimed : 

" Is she coming to the Castle, Miss Lyle ?" 

'' Who ?" asked Amy. 

''Why, she — Miss Lester. I have heard thai 
she's coming." 

'' Yes, she will come with the new year." 

"Not before?" 

"Perhaps at Christmas." 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



136 THE SISTER 

" Is she SO beautiful as they say ?*' 

Amy auswered in a very calm yoice> strangely 
calm : 

''She is very good and very beautiM/' 

''And she is going to be married P^' asked EUen^ 
huskily. 

"Married I" exclaimed Amy, drawing nearer. 
" Married? No. To whom — what— how did you 
hearr 

" Oh ! the doings of the great find many tongues 
to tell them. Miss/' answered Ellen, with bitterness 
in her voice, but self-possession in her mien. "I 
heard so.'' 

" But to whom P" asked Amy, standing still. 

The woman looked up at the naked trees— and 
then forward through the mist ; she then came close 
to the side of Amy Lyle, and whispered, 

"To Major Percival." 

The young girl sprung back as if from the hiss of 
a serpent ; her breast heaved, and her hands were 
clasped together. But then she said, 

"Yet no— I cannot believe it." 

"Not believe it?'' ejaculated Ellen, her frame 
quivering, and her eyes gleaming. "Not believe it P 
I do— verily— as in hell." 

Amy looked at her with awe. Her hand was 
clenched— she seemed to address some invisible 
object— to have become unmindful of the presence 
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of lady or child. She muttered some words, but 
their meaning failed to strike the excited Amy ; for 
her senses were gathered up in observation of this 
weird woman^s manner. The child clung to the 
garments of his mother, which, fluttering in the 
breeze, added to the wildness of her appearance. 
Overcoming her alarm. Amy gently laid her hand on 
the woman^s shoulder, but again recoiled as she 
looked round upon her with her large eyes shining 
with unearthly light ; for a moment, she turned from 
the glance of fire, and trembled as she felt a hot 
breath on her cheek ; then, with a great effort, she 
said : 

'^ Do come with me, EUen, we shall soon reach 
the Castle— you can rest there/' 

And the child, hearing the words, tried to pull his 
mother in that direction. 

The only answer was a deep convulsive sonnd like 
a sob. Then Ellen said in a querulous tone to the 
boy, 

''Be quiet, foolish child— the Castle is no place 
for such as you.'' 

He shrunk back, and hung his head, then said, 
with a sort of piteous whine, 

'' But if s not such a fine place after all as that 
down there," and he pointed in the direction of the 
church, '' and I've dreamed, mother, of that before 
—in that time, you know, when I was ill, and you 
gave me drink." 
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Amy had looked towards the small thing as he 
spoke^ and when she again faced the mother, beheld 
her quite calm and composed. The change was as- 
tonishingly sndden-^the young lady looked inqui- 
ringly. 

''No— Miss, I can't come just now/' Ellen said, 
'' Grandmother is waiting for me, and the fog gets 
thicker.'' 

"But soon you will bring your child P" asked 
Amy, hardly liking to trust her across the park 
alone. 

"Oh, yes, I shall come very soon— too soon, 
perhaps — good-night." 

And before another word could be said, she had 
caught the boy up in her arms and vanished. Miss 
Lyle stood looking in the direction she had taken, 
but in vain ; the fog became more dense every mo- 
ment, but she fancied that she heard the rush of a 
herd of deer down the hill, as if startled from their 
rest beneath the heavy veil which was drawn across 
the earth ; and she was almost certain that a sharp 
cry reached her ears. Then, the bitterness of Ellen's 
last tones struck her, and the half-oppressed laugh 
which accompanied them, echoed on her memory. 

' Ha, ha, ha !' Was it her own excited fancy, or 
some real sound, again at this moment penetrating 
the shroud of mist? Amy could not tell, for in 
truth she was very frightened, her own light footstep 
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scared her ; the boaghs of the trees above her head 
rattled more loudly against each other^ the noise of 
the waterfall became closer. She thought of the 
unhallowed grave beneath the Cypress grove, and of 
the old man who lay buried in the small Chapel of 
the Castle, which she had heard of, but had never 
yet entered; she tried to fly, but her upward path 
was difficult, and even dangerous in the fog. 

For a moment she was obliged to pause, and 
pressed the letter in her bosom as if to still the 
.beatings of her heart. The trees assumed strange 
fantastic forms, and the wreaths of mist recalled the 
figures and faces of those she had known ^ some 
dead, some alive. She could not reason with her- 
self; every faculty but of terror was benumbed; 
scraps of legends appertaining to this very place 
flitted through her main; many had been long 
forgotten, but now returned in a spectral phan- 
tasmagoria. Beality and unreality 1 Which is this, 
and what is that? How long had she been on this 
road of horrors when the bright gleam from her own 
window brok^ with a ray of dear, familiar welcome 
through the gloom ! 
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CHAPTER Xn. 

Remnant of the Old Regime — Louis Napoleon and Dr. SpnRheim 
~Mrs. Chisholm— Is the World's Great Epic for Midas ?^ 
An awful Fact. 

The depth of the winter. But Beatrice Lester 
was in London. She was not alone, for the old 
Marquise de L. D. was staying at her house, and 
most people and things worthy any celebrity somehow 
contrived to find a way there. Madame was ' ravished' 
with the taste of her young hostess, conspicuous in 
every object which surrounded her. " It do remind 
me,*' she would say, " of all best before the grand 
ipoque" and she sighed as those old memories 
returned to her, and she beheld again the luxurious 
court, with a queen all charming, vivacious, and 
graceful at its head. "But sans the fautes, my 
belle, sans the fautes,^' and she shook her head with 
deprecating sadness. And then, with animation 
resuming. "But let your compatriots, mon enfant, 
take the warning from that time historic; let not 
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our pauvre king and his malheureuse wife be blamed^ 
hdas ! those two were— how call you it— vic-tims?'^ 

'' Of a corrupt system/^ answered Beatrice, " on 
their heads were laid the dust and ashes of a long 
previous foul accumulation. I agree with you, 
Madame. It is a sad error, and a mean one, to 
single out this, that, or the other man or woman for 
martyrdom when a system is attacked. It degrades 
and compresses a great question, this frequent 
fallacy. Eather let such representatives of an evil 
be pitied, as accidentally prominent, and, therefore, 
odious at the time it is doomed. Purify the system, 
but spare the man. Chastise the sin, but commiserate 
the sinner.^' 

Beatrice had spoken in French, but the Marquise 
persisted in her pride of English. 

" Ah ! la grande mademoiselle's politique is ever 
^vangelique.'* 

Beatrice stood before her ; and looking down on 
the many lines of her withered face, smiled with 
sweet simplicity, and said : 

^'Ah! Madame I The best statute-book is the 
Gospel ?'' 

"But your compatriots think not so.'' 

''Even if not, they unconsciously exemplify its 
truths in all things good of their legislation." 

" But in their Chambre ? — among the deputes of 
your poor and people— oh ! say not, mon ange, that 
those be all the men of the Evangile !" 
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Miss Lester smiled as she thought of the much 
talk^ and few deeds of many a Session^ and of half a 
thousand picked and chosen Englishmen ; and then 
she said : 

''Yet even Acts of Parliamentary permanence, 
must emanate from the Pure/' 

The Marquise shrugged her small shoulders ; then 
taking the hands of Beatrice, and looking up in her 
sweet face with an expression of much concern, said : 

"But— mais, ma belle, est-ce possible? You do 
come back to the premier principe P' 

The young lady laughed at the accent of con* 
stemation. 

*' But not the principle of the Premier, you think, 
ch, dear Madame ?^' 

*' Ah ! I know nothing of your Premier. Helas ! 
it is the Pr&ident of the Bipublique who so much 
bewilders me V' Then clasping together her withered 
hands and looking up, *' Ciel ! the coup-d'etat \" 

At the time of which I write, all Europe was 
ringing with that tremendous stroke of policy. It 
is not, as beforesaid, the intention of this story to 
discuss the right or wrong of a matter so grave. 
Perhaps all such discussion is vain in this case : the 
judgment as to motives must be reserved for a tribunal 
higher than earth. The Marquise continued : 

" But think you. Mademoiselle, that this man will 
hold his place for long?^' 

''If successful,'' answered Beatrice, bitterly. 
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'^ Ha I ha ! the success does make the hero in our 
time ; and I do think really that snch will be this 
Louis Napoleon ; because la belle France will (how 
you say it P)— she will abase herself to the necessity. 
But/' and the old lady suddenly resumed her own 
language in excitement, '' ' L'histoire a d^guis^ la 
suj^tion an premier Napol<Son sous un feint enthoop 
siasme. Mais il y a une hUtaire plus vraie que 
eelle qu'on Scrii pour flatter son si^cleJ '* Then sub- 
siding into her natural voice and manner : '' But, who 
of his connoissances would have believed this thing P^' 

''A friend of mine, a phrenologist/' answered 
Beatrice. ** One day, at her house, the Prince met 

Dr. S . After a time, the Prince expressed a 

wish to have his head felt— or, as she would say, to 
be 'manipulated/ The Doctor, too, was desirous 
to manipulate, and so, of course, the hostess soon 
arranged the matter to their mutual satisfaction. 
For a time, the learned Doctor talked of artistic 
tendencies, and proclaimed many an amiable 
tendency; the hostess listened with delight, her 
previous impressions (for she was very fond of the 
Prince) needing not craniological convictions. But, 
at length, the Doctor stopped — what was it that his 
hand had come in contact with P ' Proceed,' ' Con- 
tinuez/ said the lady and her guest. ' WeU, then/ 
exclaimed the Doctor. ' / find here inordinate am^ 
biiion.' The lady was astonished, but what the Prince 
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said, I know not. Doubtless, however, he was struck 
with the truth of the announcement, as you know 
that in his own breast had been locked his secret 
belief in his destiny/' 

''Ah ! c'est dr61e, cela,'' said the Marquise. 

''But the question is,'' continued Beatrice, "how 
far any of us may be enabled to reach a certain goal 
if inspired by such a belief. By keeping our vision 
fixed on a certain point, and steadily adhering to the 
road which conducts thereto, I think that most 
people might realize a certain success." 

" Surtout/' exclaimed Madame, " if you do shoot 
down all the world which stands in your way ; but, 
mon enfant, the great Will sans] the Conscience is a 
chose terrible P' 

'.' Certainly ! but, Madame, it will be long ere the 
problem is solved as to this coup-d^^tat, although it 
is seldom that personal advantage and public benefit 
are so closely interwoven, as some think, in this 
present page of history." 

" Ah ! mais ciel I if such massacre were only for 
Pamour de soi !" 

Miss Lester looked serious. 

" It may be that by this coup, order and its bene- 
ficent consequences are ensured to the world, and the 
germ of an ultimate and glorious liberty implanted." 

" Ha ! h^las ! but long, very long, before it grow 
up above the ground !" 
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''Probably, dear Madame; but surely it is better 
patiently to await the natural course of such growth 
than to hail, with childish joy, the perishable 
emblems which have of late been madly planted in 
your city. These being without root, or in an un- 
genial soil, have withered away/' 

''Si! but they again will be planted. The 
Anarchy is child to the Tyrannic; ah! when— I be 
dead .... Vous verrez.^' 

'' We may expect to see many strange sights in 
France, but, in the meanwhile, dear Madame, I 
entreat you to look to the end more hopefully.^' 

" Esperer ! how shall I hope ! Ah ! I have seen 
the great and terrible things in my time and contry ; 
her malheurs do act and act again the one on the 
other. And now — ^h^s ! by the madness, first of the 
one class, and then of the other, she be foul^e aux 
pieds of the dread necessity. Your contry, mon 
enfant ! She do commiserate now— but though Eng- 
land is kind aux etrangers .... how think you she 
would ever give up her own interSts— though they be 
not ever the true ones ?*' 

The question, so simply put, was the one on 
which Beatrice so often pondered respecting her 
own dear Italy. She fain would encourage the 
hope she had just prescribed, but at present all 
was cloudy. Just at this moment, a lady entered, 
whom she introduced as an intimate friend of Mrs. 

VOL. II. H 
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Chisholm, the woman who, of all others, has done the 
most for humanizing and civilizing Australia. 
Beatrice was reminded by the sight of her, of the 
discovery of gold in those regions, and she thought 
with joy how much might be expected ultimately 
from this unforeseen event. " Ah V she murmured 
to herself, '' and, somehow, it is ever proved a vain and 
foolish thing to kick against the pricks. God works. 
In a moment, in some way never dreamed of by man, 
all our world wisdom is defeated, and an Almighty 
result effected. Hope, Truth I They are the banner 
and language of Heaven and the Angels.'^ 

But the stones and stumbling blocks of earth ! 
While the three ladies talk over some of the g^at 
epic events of the day, (but how few estimate their 
greatness in the vulgarizing familiarity of metro- 
politan life, and the Stock Exchange !) I may as well 
remind my reader how, shortly afterwards, Mrs. 
Chisholm, the friend of the friendless, the refuge of 
the destitute, the exemplar of what the world is so 
fond of talking about, but so slow to recognise— a 
Mission— wsL9y shortly afterwards, looked on with 
suspicion as a Soman Catholic. '^Can any good 
tiling come out of Nazareth ?'' Many denied their 
help, for a time, to her world-wide exertions on this 
account. A polemic difference was a barrier to good 
works and co-operation towards a blessed end. Sec- 
i^mu exclusiveness forgot how many young females^ 
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in search of the virtaoos occupation^ and wholesome 
bread, which the Old World had denied them, were 
cast into the cities of the New, destitute, and, there- 
fore, in danger of the devil's snares, which are there, as 
everywhere, a net spread about the earth ; it forgot 
for the moment who had been the friend and helper 
of these when virtuous. And to prove that virtue was 
not dead, only endangered, let it be thankfully recorded 
how many of these young emigrants fled to caves and 
shrubs from the tempter standing at the comers of the 
streets in the land of their adoption. Woman and Virtue 
wCTe wanted in a new colony, but what would have 
become of either without this Christian ? What a 
helpmate at the other end of the world, for one who 
chose to use her wealth, as did Beatrice Lester! 
What a vast sympathy ! Even more powerful such 
sympathy between two spirits bent on achieving a 
great and godly end, than telegraphic electricity. 
Time will overcome the difficulties of the latter, and 
it will, probably, girdle the earth ; to what purpose ? 
For the benefit of the golden calf? Are earth, air, 
ocean to be vanquished for the Bourse or Stock 
Exchange? Is money the end of all the wonders of 
the bright and beautiful world in which we live? 
Who shall inherit this earth ? The promise is given 
and irrevocable. 



And Beatrice stood, for some moments, ab- 

H 2 
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«(motcHlly> as her two friends talked. She had 
nmny questions to ask of the lady who had just 
Arrived; but the Marquise still spoke of France. 
lUtt though the ancient lady moaned in spirit and 
diioulated, '' Vous verrez/' the heart of her beautiful 
Yiiuug hostess beat with a high prophetic impulse. 
1 1 or eye brightened and her lip smiled. *' Ah, yes/' 
thought she, *' though all may be dark just now— 
nous verrons/^ and then, in some such form as tb's 
she continued, but not aloud : 

" The Heaven's loi^dstar once clearly in our eye, 
how wiU each man stand truly to his work in the 
ship; how with undying hope wiU all things be 
fronted — all be conquered. Nay, with the ship's 
prow once turned in that direction, is not all already 
welir 

Beatrice was not deep in Carlyle ; but, under the 
sure and sublimely simple guidance of a pure faith, 
she ascended to the mountain top of all philosophy. 
Neither had she conned a certain article in the 
" Times'' newspaper, (that world-wide tribunal), for 
it was not written at the moment when she exclaimed 
mentally, in continuation of her reverie. 

" Only let us be sure first that it is a star, and 
not a delusive meteor, a phosphorescent light splendid 
from very rottenness 1" 

The wisdom was not of this world ; but it pierced 
through strange hard things, and seemingly invul- 
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nerable places. Her logic was not of overmuch 
learning, nor her knowledge of memory; neither 
were her politics of any party. These negatives, I 
think, distingoished her from a whole herd of un- 
feminine regenerators, and discoloured blues. Mrs. 
Seymour, as the reader may remember, once hinted 
at the key of her fervid aspirations after liberty, her 
enthusiastic sympathy with all that is good, her 
revolt against oppression. The key was within her- 
self. Her schoolmaster had been suffering — a suffer- 
ing unseen and unsuspected, but terrible and un- 
earthly. She had fought an inward fight, and had 
conquered. Few, very few in this world, knew of 
the strife or the victory; and not many may compre- 
hend'them, but to those who do, by painful 'expe- 
rience, I appeal. Were not all things easy after a 
victory over herself? 

Even while I .write, a startling but authentic 
account has reached England of a young lady, a 
foreigner of distinction, beautiful, rich and beloved, 
who has succumbed and died beneath an unsuspected 
scourge. Of a high mental temperament, and im- 
passioned nature, she was, by her unaccountable 
conduct, a mystery and anxiety to those around her. 
Not until after she has been laid in her grave 
is her secret revealed ; and that by a near relative on 
the eve of entering a Cloister, at which time, as on 
the bed of death, full confession has been made. 
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The secret of her lost companion is made knovn^ a 
dreadful secret beyond the ken of the world ; but . 
awful in its consequences^ as it might have been 
sublime in victory, if prayerfully grappled with in 
time. She thou^t she had sold herself to the Evil 
One. 

I do not say that Beatrice Lester had ever such 
a struggle as that ; but I bring forward the fact to 
prove the painful possibility of war between good 
and bad, while no sound nor sign without the taber- 
nacle of such fierce and mysterious conflict, gives 
note or warning of the strife. Well might Beatrice 
declare, however, in after years, declare by word 
and act, that where there is no temptation there is no 
triumph ; may not the frequent absence of either in a 
spiritual form account for the lukewarm nonentity of 
a material age ? 
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CHAPTER Xm. 

The Marquise and the M^jor— The Amateur Artist — ^The Major 
and the Maiden — Dark Contract — Manning's Bust of Kossuth. 

While the French Marquise and the Australian 
philanthropist talked^ and Beatrice Lester thought^ 
two gentlemen met at her door, and were announced 
in the drawing-room together — Major Percival and 
Captain Villars. Beatrice started and the colour fled 
from her cheek. She had believed that dark myste- 
rious man was from England, that his undefinable 
and polite persecution of herself was over — ^and here 
he was again, not only at her side, but for the first 
time beneath her own roof, claiming the courtesy of 
her hospitality, and ignoring her antipathy by talk- 
ing of the topics of the day as freely as his usual 
taciturnity on such subjects permitted. The Mar- 
quise looked coldly on the Major ; her ancient polite- 
ness was as serious an affair as that of a lady who had 
never read any book in her life but Sir Charles Qran- 
dison. She no longer cried out in a tone treble with 
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age — " Vous verrez/' but seemed to proclaim with 
deep stentorian voice, " Je vois V* Bat, neverthe- 
less, the magnificent Major was unruffled in his bland 
and condescending notice of the little old ladj. He 
deprecated French politics— in vain. He glanced 
contemptuously at the House of Orleans— in vain. 
He even dilated on the graces and glories of the old 
regime— in vain. Not even a gleam of prophetic 
hope for the once beloved Bourbons kindled a spark 
in the countenance or conversation of Madame. The 
Marquise had suddenly become a mummy, and sat 
motionless and speechless on the luxurious couch 
which retained no impression of her light weight. 
£ven honest Charles Yillars thought that she was a 
vieille affretisey and marvelled how the bright Bea- 
trice could endure such a presence in her house. 

The Australian lady, after talking for some 
minutes apart with Miss Lester, during which con- 
versation the young lady recovered her self-posses- 
sion, departed ; and then Beatrice turned round and 
addressed herself to Captain Villars. 

''Well, -Charles, I did not know you were in 
town.^' 

''Nor I you, until this morning. I thought you 
were in Cornwall.^' 

"I shall soon go there. Circumstances have 
postponed my departure.'^ 

The Major turned from the Marquise^ and darted 
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a look of fire towards Beatrice. What was the 
import of that glance? Cariosity had a share 
therein. 

''In the meanwhile/' continued ViUars, ''you 
have had more than one interview, I hear through 
my brother, with the Colonial Secretary .'' 

Again a sudden gleam from the Major. Was 
Beatrice conscious of this, that she blushed so 
deeply ? 

"I have had business with him?'' she quietly 
answered. 

" In behalf of an individual /" asked Major Per- 
cival, with a smile— oh ! what a smile ! 

" Yes," answered Miss Lester, but in a low tone ; 
then rallying, " You all know my creed," she said, 
addressing herself, with an effort, to the trio before 
her. 

"/ do," answered the Major, significantly; but 
Beatrice, though appearing not to hear him, uncou- 
sciously drew up her slight form like a queen with 
whom some vassal might have been too familiar. 
The Marquise was thawing towards young Villars. 

" Ah ! you know not she be the grand artist ! 
it must be that you do see one picture— a wonder- 
ful I" 

"What picture is this of which Madame de 

L— D tells me. Miss Lester ? May I be 

favoured by a sight of it ?" 

H 3 
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" That you are/o/ to ask her,** said the old lady, 
tapping his shoulder with her large green fan ; and 
then sinking her voice with a playful mystery, '* You 
come,*' she added, ''you come with mc— I am 
capable to show \i/' And rising, she beckoned the 
Captain, who now began tg like the vieille amazingly, 
into a small room, separated from the drawing-room 
by a rich velvet curtain. 

Now, I have reason to believe that this movettf 
the Marquise was a bit of intrigue. She wanted 
an opportunity to reprimand the young Captain, for 
bringing, as she thought he had done, that terrible 
to the house of Beatrice. She prided herself as a 
ready reader of faces, and she did take to the 
frank youth as much as she recoiled from his com^ 
panion. But before she could speak, she found that 
Beatrice and the Major had followed. In fact. Miss 
liCster was unwilling to be left, even for a minute, 
alone with her guest. So the Marquise, her gold- 
headed cane in one hand, and her green fan (though 
the weather was cold) in the other (for it served in 
its turn as fire-screen), had nothing to do but to 
become show-woman. The picture of which she had 
spoken, and which the reader has already beheld at 
the Eichmond villa, stood before them. 

'' Voila ! I do say this is a picture well re-mar- 
ka-ble. And think. Monsieur le Capitaiiie, of one 
of your bishops swimming that stream so deep and 
foorme.*' 
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Beatrice explained^ with something less than her 
usual fluency. 

''Rather different/' said Charles ViUars, ''to the 
luxury and purple of the mother land/' 

"Or to the plethora of its ploraUsts/' put in the 
Major; "but/' turning hia dark, glittering eyes 
towards Beatrice, " but who is the solitary wanderer 
there r 

"A mythe/' suggested Villars. 

" All^gorique/' added the Marquise. 

"Something more than dther/' said the Major, 
in a low vmce, heard only by Miss Lester, but won- 
dered at by the others. "Fancy clothes itself in 
form; especially the fancy of your sex, must seek 
and find a refuge, ere it could produce a work like 
that.'' 

"What do you meanP" she demanded, but 
whether as to words or manner, is doubtful. Then 
came the snseer beneath the black moustache, as he 
said: 

"Tour friend, Sir William Mornington, would 
tell you, for he could best expound his favourite 
author, who says, ' All imaginatiwi is but decaying 
or decayed sense.' " 

At another time, Beatrice might have caught up 
the gauntlet, and done the battle of the heart against 
such an assertion ; but now, standing erect, and with 
a dilating nostril, she turned her magnifieent eyes on 
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the speaker^ as if she knew the challeDge was of a 
different character to that of heart or wit. She 
espied the serpent beneath the bush ; and there thej 
stood^ the Major and the maiden^ looking at each 
other, the one subtle, and the other scornftd. 

The Marquise tapped the ground with her stick, 
peered at them both keenly, and turned away with 
Charles Villars— distracting his attention with some 
purpose. 

• ^ But that gleam of hope in the sky, there,'' con- 
tinued Major Percival, in a measured voice, and 
pointing towards the picture. "That ray of sun- 
shine on the path of the wanderer, must come from 
the Colonial Office.'' 

"A strange reading," said Beatrice, her lip curling 
in scorn, but her gaze still rivetted by some strange 
fascination on the dark face of the speaker. 

''Strange indeed," he replied, with a manner 
becoming more authoritative with every moment. 
''Starange— but true. This picture is the key to 
your recent interviews with the Colonial Secre- 
tary." 

Beatrice slightly started, then, her eyes flashing. 

" And if so ?" she suggested. 

*' You cannot ask, and be refused," he rejoined, 
his voice suddenly melting and thrilling with deep 
tenderness. '* You will succeed in this endeavour, 
and the man will no longer be a solitary wan- 
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derer /^ then, looking round, and finding they were 
alone, he continued, 

''But, Miss Lester, I conjure you to -pause. 
Forgive me— nay, withdraw not so from my side— 
forgive me if I have read you aright/' 

" I deny it /' she exclaimed, while a flood of crim- 
son rushed over her cheek, brow, and bosom. 

He gazed on her, their eyes met ; the contest was 
unequal. She was agitated, quivering with scorn, 
and he was cool and collected. He looked at her, 
and her eyelids drooped beneath that look, until 
their long black fringe rested on her glowing cheek. 
Then he spoke, and again with a voice of deep, soft, 
tenderness, although a tone of triumph broke out 
here and there. 

''Forgive me. Wonder not at my intuition. 
From whence comes it ? You yourself have declared 
that such is the offspring of great sympathy ; none 
may dare disregard such sympathy, though it link 
the unworthy to the worthy, the base to the noble ; 
for it is a power mighty and irresistible when spring- 
ing from an eternal law and the greatest of aU in- 
spirations.'^ She tried to move but could not, she 
dared not ask what he deemed this greatest of aU 
inspirations, or inquire of the ' Eternal Law / for she 
knew that by either, or both, he meant Love ; and 
she trembled to hear that word from his lips. 

How beautiful she was as she stood there, proudly; 
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but confused and bloahing. His heart beat qnicklj. 
He gazed on her for a moment unchecked. ' Ah I a 
triumph worth ererj risk and danger' throbbed 
through his brain. And then he attempted to take 
her hand^ but roused by the sense of touch to resis- 
tance^ she quickly drew it back. 

''Be it so/' he said, softly and mournfully, pre- 
tending to misinterpret her, ''you are angry because 
I have read you aright. Oh f rather, I implore you 
pity and pardon my power to do so. Who else in 
the world, or among the many at your feet, has, by a 
mystic but unerring instinct, been enabled thus to 
penetrate into the sanctuary of your heart f" 

*'You profane it/' she at last exclaimed, and 
again raising her eyes, " I protest against such rude 
intrusion." 

"Profane that which to me is most hallowed— a 
rude intrusion on thai which I most revere I I do 
but tell you, you are powerful and a woman, though 
the most perfect type of that which is rither angel 
or demon. In woman, the treasures of knowledge, 
the light of wisdom, the gifts of grace and beauty, 
must all be subservient to one onmipotent decree. 
It is not good for man to live alone, but for woman 
it is imposiihle. Your proud independence cannot 
continue for ever, but beware, oh— beware how you 
use it while it lasts -^ while it continues to all appear-' 
ance— or, if already resigned, recal it. Ohf Bea- 
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trice^ bright and beautiful I Pling not away the gem 
for which princes might sigh in vain^ or barter 
everything to possess. None can ever be worthy 
such a rich possession but*-^' 

''Enough, Sir/^ she haughtily exclaimed, ''you 
have strangely mistaken your position as Mentor 
or flatterer/^ ' And with a step imperial she with- 
drew, and thus abruptly left the Major alone. 

How long he remained so, I cannot tell, as great 
storms and mighty passiims take no heed of time ; 
their work of a few moments is eternal in its 
consequences. Earthquakes, avalanches, lightning, 
murder, and revenge, are swift in (^ration, though 
maybe long portentous th^ signs in earth, sky, oi 
heart. 

" She dare to do this*-to insult me ! Be it so to 
her destruction, fool that I have been, to olEer 
slavery where I can compel obedience ! But now— 
I will wrest from her, her vaunted independence, I 
will crush her proud spirit to the dust, and laugh 
when she pleads to me for mercy. Bitter tears shall 
take the place of her scornful smiley and derision 
shall mock where flattery has fawned* To er|ksh 
her ! I pledge mysdf ^'^ and then breaking off to 
record some silent but tremend(ms vow of vengeance, 
he stood with his arms folded on his broad chest, Us 
dark eyes shining as if in foul recognition, and his 
white teeth visible beneath kia heavy black mous* 
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tache upraised by the bitter sneer beneath. With 
what did he hold intercourse then ? Not with any- 
thing visible in the apartment around him. At 
last^ his motionless and superb form was shaken by 
a laugh : 

" Power V he exclaimed^ "it is— it shall be mine ! 
Hal Dastard that thou hast been to have sued 
where thou shalt and must command. And for such 
a toy as woman^s love I Power I It shall be as fire 
to bum out the memory of such a moment.'' 

The die was cast ; and the man resumed the con- 
sciousness of place. 

He looked round the room. There stood the 
picture of the solitary wanderer in the wild landscape 
before him, and once more surveying it, he laughed 
again. Then, turning slowly round, he beheld many 
and beautiful works of art ; but these he heeded not, 
until suddenly his vision was met by a bust standing 
somewhat in the corner, and thrown into shade by 
the heavy draperies of the window. 

"Ah. I" he exclaimed, "and so they have sent 
this toy to amuse her ; thus is her prosperity 
cajoled,'' and going leisurely up to it, he contem- 
plated an admirable representation of Kossuth. 

This, be it remembered, was at the time of the 
gr^t Maygar leader's popularity. England hailed 
and honoured him; men gazed on his form, studied 
bis lineaments^ and listened absorbed and entranced 
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to his glowing words, and believed in the hero. 
Where is he, what is he now ? What have the few 
intervening, grinding years, done for the leader or 
his land! The brave heart of the one must be 
sickened by hope deferred, and the other groans and 
writhes in slavery. 

But a short time since, men believed that his elo- 
quence and deeds must be earnest of the man's 
success, and they cordially adopted his cause, while 
Manning, the sculptor, made a bust of him, which, 
in every sense, deserved popularity. 

''But her dreams shall mislead her,'' hissed out 
Major Fercival, ''and her hopes shall be buried. 
Facts shall blot out her fallacies, and poverty shall 
strike her dumb and palsy her hands.^' 

Then looking again on the figure before him* 

" Ha, ha ! How with one word I could change 
the airy fabric of such romance ! Liberty ! Hero- 
worship I Flies in the toils— sunbeams in the snare 
of the fowler !'' 
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CHAPTEE XIV. 

The Old English Mastiff— Una and the Doctor— My Friend 
Bethune and the Asoka Tree — Bermondsey Boredom — ^The 
same Face turned upside down. 

At this instant^ a sooixd strange and low caused 
him to turn, and there, close beside him, he beheld 
the huge mastiff which had once lain at the feet of 
Sir Eichard Lester. 

The eyes of this creature, though dimmed with 
age, were now red and savage, while his hair was 
bristled up, and his whole attitude threatening as the 
growl which again came from him. 

Major Percival looked at the animal fixedly, but 
whether with astonishmenti or in the hope of quelling 
the brute^s evident ferocity towards him, it is difficult 
to say. If the latter, the dog was undaunted, and 
in a few moments, the victory would probably have 
been over the man, had not tlie Marquise suddenly 
entered the apartment. She started on beholding 
the Major alone ; then, after a look of astonishment 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



OP CHAKITT, 163 

at the evident antagonism of his companion^ she laid 
her thin hand on the creatnre^s head^ and said : 

''Bat this be the place of danger for Monsieur/' 
then adding in a tone of satire, " even a brave need 
not think des-pucable the warning of an old woman, 
or a domb do-og, sometimes/' then fearlessly she 
took hold of the large collar on which was engraven 
the name of the domb wearer's mistress. 

''Thank you, Madame,'' returned the Major with a 
lofty smile, "I have no fear." 

Again the dog snarled. 

"Mais 6coutez," and the old lady tried to reach 
towards the bell with her stick, but could not. She 
still kept her hold of the coUar, under the delusion 
that she was preventing danger. 

The Major kept his eyes fixed on the dog. Then, 
with marvellous self-possession, 

" I wait," said he, " but to bid farewell to Miss 
Lester," and with a bow he moved towards the adjoin- 
ing drawing-room, when, under the draperied archway 
leading to it, there stood Beatrice herself in company 

with Dr. M . The lady was pale, very pale; and 

seemingly startled and alarmed at the sight before 
her. 

"Well, Sir," exclaimed the quaint Doctor, stepping 
forward, and placing himself between the Major and 
his enemy. " I am doomed to rescue you from a 
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queer position— take my advice and trust to your 
legs rather than your eyes/' 

And he shielded the exit of the Major, which was 
performed leisurely, and with a bow as he passed 
Beatrice, who held aside the curtain for him; 
dropping it to the ground immediately he had 
passed under it into the next apartment. Then 
the dog, as if infuriated by the loss of his prey, 
sprung from the hold of the Doctor and the light, 
tremulous clutch of the old Frenchwoman; and, 
with a loud yelp, dashed towards the drapery ; but 
there his mistress stopped him; she flung her 
arm around his bristling neck, and called him by 
his name, while the Doctor held down the heavy 
folds of velvet, and the Marquise rung the bell 
for assistance. 

Then the creature crouched down uneasily at the 
feet of Beatrice ; his eyes were still lurid, and his 
coat, down the middle of the back, on end; he 
crouched, but whined, making an efibrt every now 
and then to tear at the curtain with his heavy paw, 
until a man-servant came, and, with much difficulty 
led him away. 

Then, the Marquise, the Doctor, and the young 
lady looked at each other. 

*'Mais — dis be de ting most drole,'' exclaimed 
the first. 
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" Many more things in dogs than are dreamed of 
in the Major's philosophy/' ejacolated the second. 

''But I thought he had gone/' murmured 
Beatrice^ with her cheek still white^ and her hands 
clasped. 

'' Voyons/' said the Doctor, and the velvet hang- 
ings were pulled aside. There, in the very centre 
of the elegant room before them, stood Major 
Fercival, calm, dignified, and slightly smiling, with a 
volume with which he seemed to have been amusing 
himself, open in his hand. Advancing a few stately 
steps towards the oddly assorted trio. 

*' I scarcely know/' he exclaimed, '* to whom first 
to offer my thanks for assisting me out of my absurd 
dilemma." 

*' Absurdity and danger," said the Doctor, in a 
queer tone, '' are sometimes as closely allied as the 
sublime to the ridiculous." 

The Major heeded not the Bermondsey Doctor. 
Like the man at a certain tea and Bible meeting, ^he 
addressed himself to ''the ladies." 

"Eeally, Madame, your courage recalls to mind 
the glorious epoch of France, when every best gift 
was embodied in its women." 

The Marquise leaned upon her stick with her left 
hand, and holding up the green fan with her right. 

"But not. Monsieur, to that or them belong 
your politesse." 
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*'As to Miss Lester/' he continued, "she reminds 
me of the words of her favourite, Edmund Spenser : 

<* how can beauty master the most strongi 
And simple truth subdue avenging wrong/' 

But simple truth had quietly seated herself by the 
side of the Marquise, and there was a decided 
pause. 

The Doctor stood with his back to the fire, and 
his hands under his coat tails, looking from one to 
the other of the group before him ; but his keen grey 
eyes fixed themselves especially on Major Percival ; 
at last, turning to Beatrice, he said. "You are 
not well to-day, Miss Lester, something wrong with 
you, eh?'' 

" Do you want to feel my pulse ?" she asked, with 
an evident attempt to rally. 

"No, I don't, and I would rather hear than see 
your tongue. Major Percival has reminded me of 
Una and the Lion, and upon my life. Sir," (turning 
to him) " There's nought .... 

** That moves more dear compassion of the mind, 
Than beauty brought t* unworthy wretchedness, 
Through envy*s snares, or fortune's freaks unkind V* 

" Ah, it is a fine old poem, that ;" quoth the Major, 
carelessly, and bending down towards a volume of 
engraviiit^^s lying on the table near which he stood ; 
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then suddenly, he added, as if struck by one of the 
exquisite plates, he was turning over. 

" Oh ! here is a picture. Miss Lester, which recalls 
to me our conversation on Hindostan, and also. 
Doctor, reminds me by a strange coincidence of our 
visit to the Bagged School/' 

" Hum V^ muttered Dr. M jerking his hands 

beneath his coat tails, and slightly poising himself on 
his toes. 

Major Percival sauntered up to the side of Beatrice 
with the book in his hand, and though its ps^s were 
somewhat fluttered by the very unnecess^ motion of 
Madame^s fan, he was not at all so, as he proceeded 
to point out to the still silent young lady, a Hindoo 
woman and child seated beneath an Asoka tree. 

*' That is Hhe tree of gladness/ *' he said, as if 
well assured of the sympathy and good feeling of 
all his hearers, but addressing himself particularly to 
Miss Lester, '' and last November it was offered in 
Calcutta as a symbol of the voluntary gift of land^ 
made by a native gentleman for the site of a school 
for Hindoo Females. My old friend Bethune laid 
the first stone, and the Bishop and Deputy Governor 
figured favourably in a scene which promises more 
for future civilization than any yet enacted in that 
Great City of the East.'' 

" Hem— but you were not there ?" asked Dr. M— * 

"No," (very condescendingly) ''I have been some 
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time absent from India^ but/^ turning again to Miss 
Lester, "sl friend of mine witnessed the ceremony, 
and he writes that nothing could exceed the interest 
of. the whole thing. Imagine an oriental sunset— a 
motley but brilliant crowd, the different costumes, 
native and military, mingled with the light dresses of 
European ladies— the appropriate grace and beauty 
of the emblematic Asoka tree standing in the midst, 
and — but I will read you. Miss Lester, that part of 
this letter which quotes some portion of the Bishop's 
speech ; — I brought it with me, for I thought it would 
be interesting to you ; and drawing forth a flimsy 
epistle, he read : 

" ' For years there has been a movement in native 
society, before which ancient prejudices are rapidly 
melting away — the great obstacle to permanent ad- 
vancement has been the entirely uncivilized character 
of the female portion of society, which tends to 
weaken, to a great extent, the liberal principles 
imbibed at the great colleges,'— then turning to 

Dr. M as he folded up the letter, ''this idea,'' . 

he said " is a very good paraphrase. Doctor, to what 
your little Chartist friend propounded the evening of 
my visit to Bermondsey." 

''Hum— ha!" ejaculated Dr. M.; then addressing 
himself to Miss Lester, " you are fatigued to-day ; 
I will postpone my explanation of that Surrey side 
work until another morning. 
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Beatrice protested* that she was perfectly ready 
then and there to listen^ as indeed she was ; for the 
Surrey scheme was one of charity concocted between 
herself and the Doctor. Major Percival dould no 
longer excuse himself from taking the hint. With 
a calm face, but Evil knows what in his heart, he 
said: 

" I agree with you. Doctor, we have trespassed long 
enough on Miss Lester. My brougham is at the 
door; and I am going your way— pray accompany 
me.'' 

And soon, they left the house together, though the 
eccentric Doctor suddenly chose to pull the check- 
string, and jump out of the Major's cozy carriage at 
the comer of the street. 



When they had gone, the Marquise looked at her 
young friend ; and, nodding her head, said : 

^' Mechant I Tour chien be wise.'* 

Beatrice faintly smiled, then asked : 

"What secrets, Madame, had you with Charles 
ViUarsr 

"Point de secrets— no, no;'' and the old lady 
shook her head ; " but I did think he merited to be 
grond^ for bringing here dat mechant." 

" But you are not a good scold, Madame." 

"Ah; 1 know not— I know not; but I made the 

VOL. 11. I 
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error. M. le Capitaine broaght not^ after aU> the 
terrible with him." 

'' Nevertheless^ it is the first time that Mi^or Per- 
cival h^ been here." 

*' Ah ! quel debut I Bat pardon, mpn ange, I 
have discovered a thing most strange." 

"What is it ?" inquired Beatrice in a half-abs^t 
tone. 

"Mais— je ne sais pas. I like not to tell you«^^ 

" Oh ! pray proceed.^' 

"Why— mais /)ar(ton, ma belle— why, dat dere be 
a ressemblance (how you call it)— a likeness between 
dat terrible and you." 

"A likeness between Major Percival and myself 1" 
ejaculated Beatrice, roused and startled, ^' impos- 
sible." 

"Mais non, not impossible," said the old lady, 
striking the ground with her stick, and looking 
monstrously wise. " I did discover it when you 
wore that look so fier in the next room.^* Then, 
hobbling towards the table, she took there&om a 
portfolio, and holding up a print from it, 

" Ainsi 1" she exclaimed, as she tapped it with her 
fan. 

Miss Lester turned, and beheld two countenances 
she had often studied. One as of an archangel, in* 
tellectual, lofty, but merciful and gentle. — The other a 
fallen spirit, intellectttal also, but faithless; the li^s 
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powerful, but saturnine and revengeful— powerful, but 
terrific. 

"And yet/^ resumed the old lady, "it be the 
same face, with tjie lines all drawn by a dififerent 
way.^' 

Beatrice shuddered. Madame la Marquise under- 
stood the reason, and feared it ; for she added, while, 
leaning on her gold-headed cane, and looking stead- 
fastly towards her young friend : 

"'II semble qu^il est moins rare de passer de 
Fantipathie h, Tamour qu^a Ya,miti6" 



I 2 
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CHAPTER XV. 

Snow Scene — ^Welcome — ^The Inspiration shall return. 

It was the beginning of the New Tear, and 
after sunset, that a quiet travelling-carriage passed 
through the village, lying at the foot of the Castle 
hill in Cornwall. Lights were gleaming in the 
windows of the clean cottages, and many a man 
and woman within them were refreshed and amused, 
after a hard day's work, by the books which were 
judiciously chosen, and liberally circulated in that 
regenerate neighbourhood. 

Not a head beneath those lowly roofs but would 
have uncovered at the sight of the benefactress whom 
all had learned to bless, from the little children at 
their mother's knees, to the aged and infirm. Each 
and all had some cause to know and feel her good- 
i ; but none were conscious that, at the moment 
^^ to, ahe was passing their doors. Thus un- 
iously and quietly, Beatrice Lester re-entered 
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the ancient gateway, beneath which her ancestors of 
many generations had ridden forth in various goise 
to meet the world, and perform their part on its 
ever-shifting stage; and once more finding herself 
within her broad domain, she looked forth on the 
scene so familiar from childhood. 

The ground was covered with snow, and the frost 
sparkled on the fantastic branches of the large 
majestic trees. The moon was high and clear in 
the heavens, and the stars shone down on the quiet 
scene with peculiar lustre. 

For a minute, she stopped the carriage and lis- 
tened. Nothing was to be heard but the rush of 
the dark river, and the distant roar of its fall: Did 
she think of the moment when she was floated on 
that stream, as a lifeless and useless toy, or of the 
man who saved her, to perform her share of Heaven's 
work on earth ? 

The ascent to the Castle was slow, and she had 
plenty of time for reflection, until, at last, she 
reached the ruined archway (now all robed in glit- 
tering white), and the group of aspens, whose light, 
quivering movement, unstayed even by the tight 
hand of winter, caused thousands of fleecy snow- 
flakes to fall, and freeze again on the ground be- 
neath. Then, at last, the quaint old building itself. 
But it looked warm and full of welcome. A ruddy 
gleam was cast forth, here and there, by the narrow 
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windows, and fell with a crimson tinge even on the 
cypress grove* For once, the cold grey Castle 
looked full of hope, and happy expectation^ Its 
mistress alighted on the threshold; looked, for an 
instant, ere crossing it, upward to the stars of Hea- 
ven, and the next moment was clasped in the em- 
brace of her aged Mend, Mrs. Seymour, who, with 
Amy Lyle in the background^ was awaiting her 
in the old hall, surrounded by the types of other 
days. 

Oh I the joy of reunion among true friends ! 
Even the servants, all so anxious to greet and behold 
their young mistress, seemed to respect it, as, not 
until a later hour in the evening, did they, after 
family prayer, come bashfully crowding around her. 

Among them was a woman with whom Miss 
Lester was unacquainted. She stood behind, and 
a little apart from the others, but Beatrice observed 
her, and smiled kindly, thinking that she looked 
pale and suffmng. ' She was unconscious of the 
fixed and earnest gaze with which this woman 
had been regarding her. Her strange eyes had 
seemed to drink in the vision of Beatrice Lester, 
standing in her richly-furred travelling-dress amid a 
group assembled to greet her, with a sweet smile, 
and kind words ever and anon parting her crimson 
lips ; her cheeks a little flushed with some pleasurable 
emotion, her dark hair, loosened by the removal of 
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her bonnet^ hanging in glossy and luxuriant massies 
on her shoulderSj and the bright lights shining in 
her eyes. 

The room in which she stood was spacious, and 
panelled with a dark and pob'shed wood, but a 
large fire was burning on the wide hearth, and a 
lamp from the carved ceiling emitted a cheerful ray, 
illumining not only the happy faces in the scene, but 
bringing out to view the old fashioned massive fur- 
niture, covered with dark crimson velvet, which 
was commodiously placed about the room, and 
loqked quite in good-hamour with the books, 
reading-desks, and modem luxuries scattered about 
the spacious apartment. Mrs. Seymour stood, in 
her long black dress, at the side of her beloved 
Beatrice; the light fell, too, on her silvery hair, 
and glistening eyes; while Amy Lyle, with her 
golden curls, and pure, pale face, looked like some 
shadowy poetic fancy, some love of the olden time, 
returned from the past, to minister to, and help to 
bless the present. 



Soon after this general gathering. Miss Lester was 
left in that antique room alone with Amy. She sat 
on a low couch near the fire, the glow of which, as 
evening advanced, became more condensed and 
rirfdy ; for some time she had been watching, with 
a wistful and tender look, the slight figure of the 
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orphan^ gliding about the apartment in search 
of some book which she had been reading while 
Beatrice and Mrs. Seymour talked of matters con- 
nected with certain local schemes for the public weal, 
of which the Madre had had the recent supervision. 
At last, Miss Lester exclaimed : 

"Come hither, dear Amy, and indulge me by 
a little talk ; you have been reading enough for to- 
ni^t/' 

Amy advanced, and stood before her. Then Bea- 
trice took her hand, and drawing her towards her 
gently : 

" I have scarcely had time to look at you yet/^ 
she said, lifting her eyes to the fair lineaments of the 
young face, then drawing it towards her, and kissing 
it. " Well,^^ putting aside the bright, curling hair, 
and speaking cheerfully. "Well, I think the ex- 
amination is satisfactory. And how goes the paint- 
ing?" 

'' But slowly /' answered Amy, as she soffered her 
hand to remain within that of Beatrice. 

"Were those studies all you wished, that were 
sent from London ? I did so hope they would please 
and amuse you ; this old place needs some occupation 
to cheer its inhabitants ?'^ 

"Oh! yes— thank you very much,*' answered 
Amy ; " they were beautiful. But I do not find the 
Castle dull.'' 
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" Because an artist or poet can create, people, or 
transform all places by the power of will ; you carry 
a magic wand, dear Amy, and must one day wave it 
for the good of others/^ 

''Ah! after all. Miss Lester, T fear my inability 
to do anything but admire. My power to paint 
has, somehow, gone with my poverty;'* and she 
sighed. 

Beatrice looked quickly but kindly towards her ; 
then she answered pleasantly, though some latent 
feeling prevented that look of joyousness which 
was often so contagiously cheering ; her accent 
was gay, but her eyes were almost mournful, as she 



'' T cannot promise to give you back your poverty ; 
but — remember my words, dear Amy --your inspira- 
tion will return/' 

Amy started, and blushed vividly. Miss Lester, 
appearing not to notice it, talked of other things, 
and soon afterwards they separated for the night, 
though when the orphan girl reached her own 
chamber, she regretted, almost childishly, that she 
had not asked her patroness about the truth of some 
old legends in connexion with the Castle, which, 
of late, had returned with a strange force and wild 
interest to her mind. 



I 3 
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CHAPTEE XVL 

flranted Castle— Tbe Dark Lmterm— -The Apptrition— Bcstriee 
St Ni^ 

It was in the dead of thai cdd ni^t^ or raiher 
daring the diill early approach of anothtf day— £or 
the CasUe clock had solemoly tolled the hour of mid- 
ni^— and beoi responded to from a&r by the 
diimea of the village dinrclv aodible throng the 
still, clear, frosty atmosphere, that for one moment a 
^eam of light was cast on the quaint figures oi the 
old tapestry chamber, while they were stirred as by a 
breath of wind* 

Not a sound was heard. The light, might haye 
been of some restless wandering spirit, which rumour 
declared was wont, unable to rest beneath the 
ground, to revisit that apartment, or it might have 
been the ignis fatuus of a disord^ed brain. All was 
again bkckness ; but a few minutes afterwards, if any 
living man had stood in the middle of the picture- 
gallery, he might, by the mystic consciousness which 
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all may feel better than describe^ have been certain 
that he was not alone with the mute representatives 
of past generations on the walls. He might have 
ftU the presence of Kfe. Not by a footstep, or a 
breath, but somehow, inexplicably, the mysterious 
intensity of perfect stillness was disturbed. Then, 
once mote, came that strange, fitful, momentary 
gleam, followed by darkness as of the grave. Again 
it shot forth for an instant, beneath the veiled 
picture ; when hark I was it a footfall, or the beating 
of a heart ! Presently— a low grating noise, at the 
end of the long gallery, a sound faint and distinct \ 
but as the child with the hollow eyes said o'f the 
wind, ' a sound as if of pain.* It ceased ; then again 
the dread silence for a solemn interval— until a sigh, 
mournful and deep, thrilled from one end to the 
other of that ancient corridor. 

In the summer time there is always a hum of ex- 
istence, a bu22 of life welcome, though in the lowest 
form— but the long loi^ hours of a winter's night in 
such a place as this, are awful. 

Yes, it was quite true. Evil walked abroad, 
through that thick darkness in the Castle. 

In tlie old secluded study of the late Baronet, 
beyond the reach of human ken or observation, stood 
the figure of a woman. The room was held sacred 
by the dwellers beneath the roof, and never entered ; 
indeed, the awe and dread inspired by its occupant 
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in his life time, had increased since he lay cold and 
mouldering in the vault of the chapel adjoining this 
chamber. Few would have willingly ventured to find 
a way there during the day, but the boldest would 
have shrunk from entering this mysterious apartment 
at night. 

But now— the glare of a dark lanthom was cast 
first on one side, and then on the other of this 
secluded chamber, falling successively on every un- 
familiar object around it. All things, thus alternately 
brought to light, and cast again into shade, remained 
exactly in the same spot and condition as when the 
solitaiy tenant rested in that worn arm chair still 
standing by the side of the empty grate, or tried to 
still the worm gnawing at his heart by the books yet 
resting on a table. A pen, too, laid there, in which 
the ink had long ago become dry. The draperies 
were heavy with dust, but seemed now to stir 
beneath the sudden gleam, while the atmosphere was 
laden with that faint odour, peculiar to old places 
long shut up from the cheering warmth of day. 

At last, the lurid and sudden glare fell on a large 
iron chest standing in one comer ; it rested there 
longer than on other things ; then, slowly passing 
upwards, brought out, with horrible distinctness— out 
from the surrounding blackness— a face, wild, hag- 
gard, and of most unearthly hue. It was the face 
of Ellen, the mother of the puny child, now 
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lying tossed and troubled by wild and fererish 
dreams^ beneath the cottage roof of the old man^ his 
grandfather. That flash of light, condensed but 
transitory, showed as through a hideous magnifying 
glass, every line that passion, sorrow, or want, had 
traced on the livid lineaments. The figure was, 
for the moment, enshrouded in the heavy gloom ; but 
the face, which might, in its pallor, have been the 
face of the dead, except for the large eyes burning 
with unhallowed fire, stood out alone. 

Then the woman knelt beside the heavy chest, and 
again was heard the low grating sound, audible a 
short time since in the gallery without. At last, the 
ponderous lid was slowly raised, and the light fell on 
a heap of papers and parchments which had long 
rested undisturbed beneath it. A tremulous hand, 
thin and bony, groped among these ; many times the 
long fingers rested on some old vellum, then wandered 
on unsatisfied ; until at last— at last — they eagerly 
grasp a document, newer and thinner than the others. 
Then a sigh, or may be a faint breath of air, almost 
caused the paper to drop from the dishonest clutch of 
that sacrilegious hand. But again grasping it tightly 
as in a death-grip, the hand was raised, while some 
words were hissed out through the gloom. 

^^ Ha— ha — I have got it. I am more powerful 
than that rich beauty now, even over his love. It's 
here— here. Away fearl Eejoice ye demons! Be- 
hold !— The price of my soul— here— here.'' 
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And her still kneding figure swiyed to and fro, 
shaken bj the unearthly ]mq^ with which her own 
ears had long been familiar. 

At this instant^again-*-doee to her, the deep 
sigh, distinctly aadible, thrilling, and unmistake'* 
able. 

Seizing the lanthom, Ellen sprang to her feet. 
£ttie still dntched the paper, but her startled move* 
moit caused the horrid glare to £b11 hith^ and thither, 
and to pass a Inrid nay around and i^ve, up and 
down. At last, towards the gallery entrance, it fell 
on a white figure, standing mute wad motiontess, 
with large fixed but open eyes, and long hair falling 
down, like a yeil, over the shadowy shoulders. One 
hand was upraised as if in warning, and its forefinger 
pmated ominously towards the woman. 

The guilty one started back. Her consdousness 
was, for a moment, petrified ; every sense suspended 
but that of sight ; and then a terrific shridc, long^ 
loud, and piercing, echoed through the roof and 
gallery of the andent building and aroused its deep- 
ing inhabitants. 



Then, in distant comers of the Castle, came 
the confusion of extreme alarm. Men and women, 
pale, and shivering with terror and cold, asked each 
other by their looks the meaning of this unhallowed 
and unearthly sound. All ware dismayed, and in- 
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capable of action^ while some of the women b^tn to 
sob and cry hysterically. 

Bnt^ at last^ Beatrice Lester stepped forth among 
them. Her &ce was pale ; rendered more so by the 
snowy draperies floating about her^ bat her step was 
finuj and her air commanding. In one hand she 
held a silver lamp. 

' "Follow me— who will,^' she cried, and with a 
few, more bold than the rest, she swiftly passed down 
the staircase, passed the fountain and statuary in the 
centre of the buildii^ and threading the maze of 
many a dark passage and room, emerged into the 
picture gallery. 

Her ancestors looked down upon her as she moved 
onward, leading the way intrepidly towards her late 
uncle's study. 

She paused, however, for a moment, when she 
beheld the panel at its side withdrawn ; she started, 
visibly ; but then, unflinchingly passing through the 
caning — she entered. 

At first, nothing was visible. Her lamp, flickering 
with her rapid movement, availed not against the 
brooding darkness of that sombre room. But, at 
last, its ray becoming more clear and steady, the 
hand which held it trembled as something seemed to 
move in a distant comer. She advanced with a 
beating heart, and there, crouching down to the 
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ground, and moaning convukively, she beheld — Amy 
Lyle. 

Bewildered by the sight, thinking for an instant 
that it was all a dream, Beatrice raised the girl, and 
soothingly folded her in her arms; but suddenly, 
acquiring strength, and uttering a loud cry. Amy 
tried to free herself. Mrs. Seymour now advanced, 
and pointing in one direction, whispered, " This is 
terrible.'' 

Beatrice looked round, and beheld the iron chest 
open, and evidently rifled of some of its contents. 
The shock was very great to her. While Mrs. 
Seymour held Amy, the hands of Beatrice were 
clasped to her forehead, then suddenly she turned 
her eyes with a sort of despair on her aged friend. 
That lady shook her head, still pointing to the open 
chest with one hand, while the other arm supported 
and controlled the writhing form of the wretched 
girl. For the second time, the terrible conviction 
of her meaning shot through the heart and brain of 
Beatrice. She was still for a minute. But then, 
she looked up and exclaimed in clear thrilling tones : 

" No, no. Oh, Madre I It is impossible." 
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CHAPTEE XVn. 

Mysteries — Lodging in St. Jtmes's Street — ^Diamond Cut 
Diamond. 

The news soon flew abroad that Miss Lester was 
at the Castle ; but many were th6 disappointments of 
those who tried for the welcome sight of the beloved 
benefactress. Miss Lester was at the Castle^ but 
was seldom seen. Why so? Was she ill? No. 
Was she out of humour? Impossible. Was she 
going to be married ? If so^ may she have a husband 
worthy of her and her good works ; a helpmate and 
not a stumbing block I Miss Lester was at the Castle, 
but confined to one room there, in close attendance 
on Amy Lyle. 

Ever since that dreadful mght, Amy's bodily strength 
seemed blasted, and her mind bewildered. She could 
give no account of herself whatever; how she had 
entered that secluded chamber, by what means she 
had opened the secret spring of its panelled inlet, by 
whom or by what the hinges of the iron chest had 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



186 THE SISTER 

been forced, or why she was wandering, like a 
troubled spirit in the dead of a winter's night. All 
she did know was, that suddenly, as if by magic, 
she found herself groping about in a dark and 
strange place, that she thought she had heard a 
noise, and felt terrified beyond description. That 
she believed herself to have been buried, and, with 
a sense of suffocation had tried to make known by 
her cries, that life was not extinct within her. Then 
she remembered the appearance of light and Beatrice, 
and an overwhelming noise in her head, as of the 
rush and mighty roar of the ocean in a stcn'm. 

But this statement, unsatisfectory though it might 
be, was not made all at once. By degrees, in the 
lucid intervals of a fever which often rendered h^ 
delirious, the imperfect detail was given. 

Mrs. Seymour was evidently unsatisfied, but 
Beatrice, as usual, exhibited all Christian charity. 
Mrs. Seymour knew and felt in her heart, always so 
jealous of all that concerned her beloved child, that 
this strange girl had never given a real affection to 
her benefactress ; but, as it happened that the 
unselfish nature of the latter had never demanded 
the delivery of any one^s heart, body, or soul, in 
return for acts of kindness she deemed herself pri- 
vileged to confer, this fad; never was, and never 
could be, taken in evidence against this unfortunate 
young girl. Her own clear intelligence pointed to 
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Somnambulism^ as the solution of this painful 
mystery. She rebutted, indignantly, any suspicion 
that might be breathed or felt by others on the 
subject; and, in proof of the injustice of such, she 
prodaimed that a deed had been abstracted from the 
iron chest, but that it was not found on the person 
or in the possession of Amy Lyle. But who had 
stolen, that deed P By whom, had the secret spring of 
the panel been known ? 

These were deep and painful mysteries which, like 
many such. Time and Providence could alone unravel. 
In the meanwhile, no clue, nor vestige of human 
agency could be found but a sharp, strange-looking 
instrument, left on the ground near the iron chest. 

Without alluding to the loss of the deed, and 
other inexplicable circumstances, Miss Lester men- 
tioned to the medical man in attendance on Amy, 
her belief that she had walked in her sleep. He 
looked at the patient, then lying unconscious, signi* 
ficantly ; and then, pointing to his forehead, begged 
that such a suspicion should not be named to 
her, as it might increase the cerebral excitement 
he was so anxious to allay. Beatrice did not pro- 
mise, for she chose, for good reasons, to exercise 
her own judgment on this point, and do as circum- 
stances might decide. But when day after day passed, 
and the invalid shewed no consciousness that she was 
exposed to any uncharitable opinion, Miss Lester 
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complied with the physician^s opinion, and was silent 
as to the cause of her illness. This was a most try- 
ing time to Beatrice ; she was harassed on many sub- 
jects, but her whole care and attention were given, 
as once before, to save the mind and body of Amy 
Lyle ; of her whom she deemed herself bound by a 
solemn promise to befriend and protect. Bat if any 
one had closely watched Beatrice Lester during 
those anxious, dreary weeks, it might have been 
observed that she was never impatient and restless, 
but at the periods when foreign letters 'Vf ere expected. 
What was it that she was so anxiously awaiting? 
^ ^ ^ ^ 

In an apartment in St. James's Street sat Major 
Percival. The day without was cold and dreary, but 
in this bachelor snuggery a bright fire was burning, 
at which the Major, clad in a luxurious dressing- 
gown, warmed his slippered feet; while a cup of 
chocolate at his side awaited the moment when his 
study of the morning newspaper, delivered hours 
before, and conned long ago by his valet, required 
such refreshment. 

At last he turned and sipped it ; the only expres- 
sion legible on his face was satire. 

'^ What absurd nonsense these newspapers talk,'' 
he muttered, " their ' own Correspondents' under- 
stand as much about the real moving springs of 
foreign affairs, as my partner last night of the man 
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he was playing with. Kossuth again— bah P^ and 
he threw down the paper, and pushed away his cup 
in disgust. 

At this moment the door opened, and his valet, 
with prodigious apologies, informed him that a person 
insisted on seeing him ; that he had declared '^ the 
impossibility of such a thing and all that, but— ^' 

Before the circumlocution was over, it was sud- 
denly brought to a stand still, by the appearance of 
the ' person himself/ The obsequious knave started 
and stopped as a rough head met his sidelong 
glance. Had he been looking his master full in the 
face, the circumlocution would have gone on; but 
periods canH be wound up with propriety by startled 
and furtive valets. So he bowed and withdrew, 
while the intruder remained algne with the Major, 
But keyholes are convenient for knaves of a lower 
breed. 

" Well,*' exclaimed the Major, *' and so you are 
come P' 

" Yes, and be d d to you for bringing me 

here. The scent they're on is cursed strong.'' 

" Ha !" answered Percival, balancing his spoon on 
the edge of the cup, '^ then you had better have kept 
away." 

The bad face of the man lowered still more, and 
he clenched his hand. 

'' Come, come," he exclaimed, '' none of that 
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deuced coolness with me, or TU open the window, 
and call 'em in/' 

" To capture yourself/' was the sneering reply, 
*' you would stand no chance against me here/' 

*' But rd smoke you out, if I burnt to a cinder 
for it/' Then, iu a low threatening voice, and ad- 
vancing : " Give me the money/' • 

" I have not got it/' 

" Diamond cut diamond— don't try that game, my 
gen'lttnan/' 

" The paper was of no value/' said the Major, 
turning his dark eyes suddenly on the ruffian, "if 
it had been, I should have seen you, as I promised,, 
last night, instead of trying to raise money by other 
means*" 

The man looked at him for a whole minute : then 
came these words, which seemed to be crushed out 
of his profane mouth and guttural throat, 

" If you dare to play me false, by I'U swing 

you. What lie now do you want me to believe ?" 

"None at all/' said the Major, looking at him 
still, and folding his arms while speaking quietly and 
deliberately .... 

"The pap^ was not the paper sjie promised to 
find." 

"Curse her. What then?" 

"Nothing but a document endorsed with my name, 
w,hieh was meant to convince me that my mother 
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was infamous;" and his lip wreathed with demo- 
niacally bitter sarcasm. 

''Show it me/' 

"I have burnt it. I will take my oath/' 

" Pooh ! what on ? What do you believe in ?'' 

*' It is burnt/' re-iterated the Major. 

"Then give me money/' savagely gasped the man. 

" I cannot. I lost largely last night." 

"More fool you, when you know how to win/' 
muttered the man. 

" The gome was different— I could not/' 

" Then it's all up with both of u»/' hissed out the 
ferute. "I don't go without you, my fine leader ; 
we'll sink or swim iogethe^j, t^e sopuer we're across, 
the ditch the better/' 

"ButEUeu?" 

" Be — -•^. Don't talk of her to me/' said the 
httshsgad, " or I'll strangle you." 

"But whejre i« she?" 

"The fool is puling away at her grandfather's. 
She's ill. But f he'll be worse yet, I promise you, 
wheu I let her know her mistake; but/' with a 
mocking jeer, "but. Major, where's the lady aud her 
love ?" Then throwing a sheepish air into his face, 
and smiling hideously, " where ia she. Sir ? I 
thought you were never out in such matters— really^, 
now, that I did." 

Let us veil the expressioa of Major Percival's face 
at that moment. 
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CHAPTEE XVm. 

Spring — ^A Small Philosophic ProposaL 

When the earth gave forth the first signs of 
spring, when newly mated birds chirped and built 
their nests, and the tender blades of grass began to 
colour the broad fields with bright green, when buds 
of promise took place of red berries, and violets sent 
forth their fragrance from beneath their modest leaves. 
Amy Lyle grew rapidly better. A faint tinge re- 
turned to her cheek, and she was able, leaning on the 
arm of Beatrice, to wander forth under the clear 
blue sky. 

Nature seemed to soothe her; but her watchful 
friend secretly determined to remove her as soon as 
possible from the scene of her illness and late excite- 
ment, more especially as her keen intuition shewed 
her one symptom of which all others were unaware. 
This was, a growing belief that she had been the 
creature of supernatural agency. 

Her glowing imagination, (more intense and 
powerful in proportion as her bodily frame was 
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weakened) long acted on bj the influence of one 
strong feeling, and lately the receptacle of strange 
legends in a strange place^ had gradually absorbed 
the real and practical (originally but a small element 
in her composition) and made her a visionary. 

She had never yet heard of the loss of the paper 
from the iron chest; and fancying that for some 
great end she had been conducted to the strange 
room, a purpose yet to be revealed, she waited at 
the Castle with a new feeling of deep interest, and 
resisted the first suggestion which Beatrice made as 
to their removal to London as soon as her health 
would bear the journey. 

She would sit for hours unoccupied. She never 
painted now— but Beatrice knew that her thoughts 
were not idle. At last, Miss Lester became so con- 
vinced of the state into which the orphan girl was 
falling, so full of dread as to its consequences, that 
she imparted her belief to Mrs. Seymour, and pro- 
posed a remedy. 

'' Madre V' she exclaimed one morning, " you 
know that I have good reason to dread superstition 
under any form.**' 

"Tes-my child.'' 

"Will you, who helped to save me from its 
blighting influence, assist me to deliver another from 
the scourge ?'' 

VOL. II. K 
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"Assuredly — but who— how ?'' 

"Amy Lyle. Tell her the story of this house. It 
will correct certain unreal impressions/' 

" Eelate your uncle's history to Amy Lyle V 

" Yes. The time has expired during which I was 
bound to keep it secret, by his own will. And even 
if not, care for the living ought to rise paramount 
to the obedience of an eccentric wish of the dead. 
I often think, Madre, that if they be conscious of 
the doings of those left behind them, their purified 
vision must rest with joy on the reversal of their 
own short-sighted decrees, if by such reversal the 
purposes of Love, Mercy, and Justice, are carried 
out. Is it not better to act, as far as possible, in 
unison with an enlarged and beatified perception, 
than to pin down the spirit to the letter of a mortal 
wish, after the finite is absorbed in the infi- 
nite ^ 

Then, after a pause, 

" I know, dear Madre, that wickedness and human 
selfishness might pervert my meaning to profane 
ends. I would not, therefore, express it to every- 
body. But in this case, I do not even ask you to 
transgress the letter of a law.'' 

"But shall I tell her all-aZ//" asked Mrs. Sey- 
mour with anxiety and ^gnificance. 

"All but about him;'' answered Beatrice; then 
added : 
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"We must be careful not to place stumbling- 
blocks in the possible road of a Prodigals return." 

'^ Possible — but not probable," answered Mrs. 
Seymour. " He is dead." 

" Eather/^ returned Beatrice, " rather let us say 
with the old Eoman, ' he hath lived/ Ah ! who may 
say but he will return ?" 

Mrs. Seymour shook her head. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

A Bit of the Misanthrope's Story— The Italian Actress— The 
Patriotic Signora — ^The Jesuits' College — Roman Mother and 
Son — Revenge. 

It was a beautiful spring morning when Mrs. 
Seymour took the place of Miss Lester, as com- 
panion to Amy. Beatrice had gone forth from the 
park on some mission of charity, and Amy timidly 
proposed that they should await her return beneath 
the old ruined archway. Mrs. Seymour readily 
assenting, she seated herself by the young girl on 
part of the moss-grown wall. The aspens quivered 
overhead, and the deer came trotting up to them in 
the same way that they had visited the spot years 
before, when Eustace Neville observed them. 

Mrs. Seymour was careful to defend her charge 
from the possibility of cold, but the weather, pre- 
maturely genial, rendered her precautions unneces- 
sary. This fact suggested to Amy the idea of Italy. 

''Ah I how beautiful that land must beP' she 
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cried, and perhaps the memory that the childhood of 
Eustace was partly spent there, made her silent for 
the next minute. 

"Yes/^ said Mrs. Seymour, ''it is a glorious land. 
Nature, Art, and Poetry have been lavish there.^' 

''Were you many years in the south, Mrs. Sey- 
mour ?^^ 

" Not many, but some of the most important of 
my long life. It was there I first beheld Beatrice 
Lester in the arms of her beautiful Italian mother.^' 

" Has her mother been very long dead ?" hesita- 
tingly asked Amy. 

" Yes, even longer than her aunt, who was also an 
Italian.^' 

" Her aunt ! I never heard of her. Who was 
sher 

"Lady Lester,'^ deliberately answered Mrs. Sey- 
mour, "the wife of the late Sir Eichard, about 
whom you may have heard strange tales.'^ 

Amy Lyle looked eager and interested. Mrs. 
Seymour did not check her evident curiosity ; on the 
contrary, she said : 

" I will tell you her sad story. Amy, as concisely 
as X can. When a subject is painful, it is well not 
to elaborate it ; and this is a difficult one too, to 
introduce to one so one so young and inexperienced 
as you are. 

" Sir Eichard Lester found himself, at an early age. 
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uncontrdled possessor of a lai^ estate and large 
fortune^ the latter haying accomnlated daring a long 
minority. He was handsome and learned. B«t 
none of these gifts made him p^ectly happj. He 
was subject^ even then^ to fits of gloom and des- 
pondency^ from which nothing distracted him but 
iiftense and abstruse studies. I mention this, be- 
cause I believe the seeds of singular opinions 
were sown in those early days by these means. 
Here he lived ; but, at intervals, he left this old 
Castle to mingle in gay scenes, yet always as a 
spectator rather than as an actor. He was suspicious 
of the world's designs upcm the wealthy ; he scorned 
its fulsome flattery, and he shunned its follies, but to 
retreat into an atmosphere of self. To live for self 
alone is a fatal and a horrible thing. When he was 
five-and-twenty, however, he determined to go a- 
broad. In those days, travelling was a very different 
affair to what it is at present. A man who had made 
the tour of Europe, was esteemed almost as highly as 
a Layard who, in this our day, may excavate a Nine- 
veh, or prove from long-buried tablets the accuracy 
of Holy Writ. I do not say that future generations 
will be so impartial— may all that is great f(»bid! 
I only speak of cont^nporary estimation. Learn 
thereby to know its true value. Well, Sir Bichard 
Lester went abroad, and, after visiting several 
countries, crossed the Alps, and found himself in 
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Italy, He lingered there. The warm sun seemed 
to open the petals of his long-closed heart. He 
frequented society^ and learned to understand the 
enthusiasm whicli the South is never slow to feel for 
genius. His English prejudices melted before the 
aight of a great gift^ a mighty talent^ triumphant 
over birth^ parentage, or even (and for this dim !) 
over vice. He had never loved before ; but now, 
with an undisciplined heart, he first adored another 
more than himself— and she was an actress. 

" You must not suppose. Amy, that every woman 
in that profession is frail ; rather learn to respect the 
victory over many temptations unknown to a retired 
path, which some have manifested while leading the 
double life— the real and the ideal. Perhaps when 
these two, the real and ideal, are but reflections oue 
of the other, bedding equal sway in one heart, then 
does Nature give her vote for the vocation. An 
actress to be great, must cease to be an actress. I 
hardly know whether I may lay claim to this dis- 
tinction for the one in question ; but she was endowed 
with a superb voice and a beauty of face and form 
beyond description. Sir Richard Lester lived but in 
her presence; and, deaf to every remonstrance, he 
married her. But he was jealous of her fair fame. 
Its shield had long been tarnished by the breath of 
slander. But now that he chose to hold it before her, 
now that it had become his as well as hers, he fretted 
over every spot of rust that not even the sun of his 
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prosperity could overcome. Success, I am sorry to 
say, usually secures the silence of the world on such 
points ; but the success of this great marriage 
caused the envy of the artistic celebrities of Italy 
to point to the past of Lady Lester's career. And 
so. Sir Richard brought his foreign wife to Cornwall, 
and shut her up for his own enjoyment in this cold 
grey castle. 

" But she was unhappy. The excitement of her 
former life rendered the contrast of English do- 
mesticity insupportable. She had married for 
ambition more than for love, and was utterly ig- 
norant of any duties by which new and pleasant 
paths might have been opened to her. Her hus- 
band could not teach her such, and only chafed 
against the growing conviction that his love was 
inefiScient to balance the scales of the present and the 
past. She was discontented, and he was disappointed. 
At last, a son was bom to them. Her passionate 
nature vented itself in fondness for this little one ; 
and her husband was jealous of his child. Then 
a strange fancy took possession of her. If she 
could not go to Italy — Italy, in some form, should 
come to her. She it was, therefore, who planned 
and executed that strange — " 

^' Oh \" exclaimed Amy, " how I have wondered 
at that fountain— at the statuary— and the whole 
scene in the centre of the Castle.'' 

" But it did not satisfy her,'' resumed Mrs. Sey- 
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mour, ''such things never do and never can. They 
are only lovely and desirable when the reflections of 
a higher state of existence, and poetic when eloquent 
of its attributes. The whim satisfied, it ceased to 
beguile. Years passed on, varied sometimes by 
change of place or scene, but diminishing the happi- 
ness of Sir Eichard Lester and his wife. The link 
which ought to have bound them together, was a 
brand of discord — their only child. Her fondness 
for this boy, and his consequent jealousy, were in- 
creased by time. The husband grew more saturnine, 
and the wife more imperious. 

*' At last, the severe illness of Sir Eichard^s 
brother, the father of Beatrice, who had always lived 
abroad, rendered it expedient that the Baronet, who 
had relapsed into his old moodiness, should again 
leave England. This brother, some years younger 
than Sir Eichard, had also married an Italian, but a 
lady of high rank. He was frank, open-hearted, and 
generous as our dear Beatrice herself; his wife is 
often recalled to me bv the look and manner of his 
daughter. She wonderfully resembles her mother. 
The most beautiful attachment subsisted between 
these, her parents. Their means were not ample, a 
younger brother's portion only being his, and a 
slender inheritance her's; but in every better gift 
they were far more amply endowed than were their 
wealthy relatives. 

K 3 
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'^ I am not at all sure that the sickness of his 
brother would alone have urged Sir Eichard Lester 
to travel from one end of Europe to the other. They 
had lived a life of estrangement ; but Lady Lester, 
whose power over her husband was very great, de» 
cided the question by entreaties, to which she seldom 
condescended. This, she thought, was not an oppor- 
tunity to be lost of regaining freedom ; and she left 
her home, she quitted these venerable walls before 
us, now illumined by the sunshine, with the feeling 
of a prisoner escaped from a dungeon into the pure 
air. 

"The son accompanied his parents. They arrived 
in Italy, but the brother's danger was over. Warm, 
however, was the welcome accorded to the travellers, 
The recent invalid marvelled at such an unwonted 
proof of affection fifom Sir Eichard; and the noble 
wife, all joy and gratitude at her husband's unex- 
pected recovery, and fancying that Lady Lester had 
coDtributed to the good feeling between the brothers, 
received the ci-devant actress and her boy, then about 
fourteen years of age, with open arms. It was to 
Lady Lester's interest to encourage this amiable 
opinion, and to shew herself gratified by such a re- 
ception ; as she was not slow to perceive that Sir 
Bichard was pleased by her intimacy with his sister- 
in-law, and she thought to work out this for the 
furtherance of her own views. In Italy, she was 
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once more, and in Italy, or at all events out of 
England, she determined to remain ; but to her hus- 
band, she dared not avow this openly. 

" Her relations were of very low caste. Her 
mother, an old Eoman woman, was still alive, and 
of very questionable character. She never alluded 
to her family openly, knowing that the remembrance 
of such connexions was wormwood to Sir Eichard 
Lester; but, she contrived to introduce her son to 
his grandmother, warning him to keep the interview 
a secret from his father. Lady Lester was unprin- 
cipled and passionate, but cunning enough when 
occasion or self-interest held out sufficient induce- 
ments to veil her original nature. The brother's 
wife, was high-minded and gentle. In her veins 
flowed the blood of the most brave and talented of 
her own beloved land. I need not, therefore, tell 
you that she was patriotifc. Her life was secluded 
and studious ; her heart bled with unavailing sym- 
pathy at the wrongs which tyranny and unhallowed 
despotism were working in the world around her. 
To avoid, therefore, many of the social anomalies 
which a political antithesis brought about, she ceased 
to play an active part in the world over which she 
unavailingly mourned; although I doubt not that 
opportunity, the triumphal arch of the true, would 
have called her forth. 

" Sir Bichard and Lady Lester remained more than 
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a year with their relatives, and that period was, to all 
outward seeming, the most happy of their lives. The 
Baronet augured great things from this association 
of his wife with his sister-in-law, and the hope that 
it would eventually lead to his own more perfect 
domestic peace, induced him to unbend towards his 
brother more than he had ever done before. Lady 
Lester, seeing that her good behaviour was the best 
security against her return to England, complied with 
every requirement of a constrained position. During 
this time, too, one source of discord was removed 
from between her and her husband ; as their son was 
sent to prosecute his studies at a celebrated Jesuit 
College.'^ 

''At a Jesuit College!^' exclaimed the English 
clergyman^s daughter aghast. 

" Yes,'' answered Mrs. Seymour, half smiling at 
her simple horror. ''Remember his mother was a 
Bomanist, if anything, and his father a sceptic. As 
to his uncle, whatever might be his Protestant pre- 
judices, it was not likely that he could impress them 
on the mind of his moody and almost infidel brother, 
or cause them to prevail against the will of that 
brother's wife. But, Amy, before I go on with my 
story, let me assure you, though quite as staunch a 
Protestant as yourself, that even Jesuits deserve their 
due— especially in the matter of education. I wiU 
translate a French saying, which will illustrate my 
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meaning. ' Truth has never any occasion to calum- 
niate the least virtue that it may triumph by a lie. 
That would be the Jesuitism of philosophy. It is 
by Truth that reason ought to triumph/ It is a 
strange thing that Voltaire, though, as you know, 
the enemy of all religion, did justice to the Jesuits, 
(of whom, at one time, he was a pupil), on many 
points, for which the world would not give them 
credit. He, the infidel philosoper, honoured the 
masters of his youth in the enemies of all human 
philosophy. 

'^During this absence of their son. Sir Bichard and 
Lady Lester travelled in the East. They saw strange 
sights, and met notorious people ; but, after two or 
three years, they returned to Italy. Not long after 
this, the second arrival of Sir Richard and Lady 
Lester, new deeds of murder and oppression were 
done in the land. Of these, her Ladyship expressed 
a horror equal to that which blanched the cheek, 
and struck the heart of her beneath whose roof 
she dwelt. What would have been the feelings 
of her noble hostess, had she known that this her 
relative and guest, was linked to Austria, and that 
by a sordid tie ? The fact was, that Lady Lester's 
relatives, willing to sell their souls for gold, were the 
creatures of tyranny. Secretly, but surely they 
worked, and undermined the land of their birth. 
Brethren, friends, the nearest, the dearest, and the 
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holiest ties were given up, and rent asnnder bj these^ 
and others of a murderoas crew ; and. Amy Lyle, 
though the time and actors be changed, the deadly 
evil is still at work. 

'^ In the midst of this fresh political excitement, 
Beatrice was bom. Her mother had writhed at the 
outrage against liberty—- and mourned over many she 
had known and loved, who had bled and died in a 
glorious cause; but her sorrowing and indignant 
heart found refuge and peace in the new hope and 
joy which had dawned in her home. With eyes 
weeping for others, but often raised upward in 
gratitude for a peculiar blessing accorded to herself, 
she contemplated her infant daughter* 

'' It was about this time,'' continued Mrs. Sey- 
mour, *' that I first became acquainted with the 
family. I had known much sorrow. Amy Lyle; my 
life had been a chequered scene ; my own domestic 
bliss had vanished, and I was alone in a world of 
which I, though the daughter of distinguished parents, 
had known the vicissitudes ; but my heart yearned to- 
wards that Italian mother and her infant daughter, 
while I must confess that it recoiled from Lady 
Lester and her son, who had just then rejoined his 
parents.'' 

'' What was he like ?" demanded Amy. 

'* His mother," answered Mrs. Seymour. '^ Dark, 
handsome, but terrible when not pleased. I never 
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loved him less than one day^ (remembered as thongh 
but yesterday), when he held in his arms his infant 
cousin. The little Beatrice looked into his face and 
smiled, but the tall youth who held her, gazed into 
her face with his fierce dark eyes, in such strange 
sort, that the child suddenly shrieked aloud, as if in 
pain/^ 

" Did he not like her. What had displeased him ?^' 
asked Amy. 

'^ I do not know— I cannot teiy answered Mrs. 
Seymour ; and then, with almost nervous quickness 
she continued : 

" At length. Sir Bichard Lester was recalled by 
imperative business to England. His wife was, or 
pretended to be, too ill to accompany him. Sorely 
against his will he was, therefore, constrained to 
depart without her. No sooner, however, had he 
gone, than her Ladyship shewed signs of insubordi- 
nation against his expressed wish that she should 
remain with his sister-in-law, until enabled to follow 
him. The first symptoms of independent wiU on this 
point, were speedily followed by her withdrawal from 
Florence to Borne, where her large means (for not 
only had Sir Bichard been generous in his allowance, 
but she had been penurious for years) enabled her 
and her son, who joined her there, to pursue a 
course utterly at variance with the desire or habits of 
Sir Bichard Lester. 

** I do not know whether it was her wish for 
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power, or a love of intrigue which caused her to soil 
her hands with politics ; but years afterwards it was 
revealed that she, at this time, allied herself to the 
unhallowed interests of her family against their 
country. This, however, was unknown or lost 
sight of by those contemporary with and concerned 
in the dark page of her personal history of the next 
year. An old acquaintance of her youth was re- 
newed, and husband, home, and station, were as 
nothing to the promptings of her bad, unprincipled, 
but impassioned nature. 

" It is not possible for me to enter into the dark 
detail of that period. The disastrous intelligence 
reached England but too quickly, and the heavy 
cloud settled down for ever on the heart and home of 
Sir Eichard Lester. 

" After a time, he recalled his son. but he ab- 
horred him. Sir Bichard Lester had never loved 
aught in earth or heaven, but the woman, the 
mother of this only child ; and she had betrayed and 
dishonoured him. 

'^From that time forward, he hated the whole 
human race. He shut himself up from every sym- 
pathy, and trampled down the claim of every duty. 
Hopeless, and aimless, his life passed on, but he 
tried to render his son its victim— he gloried in 
offering him up on the defiled altar of self, by in- 
sisting that he should live under the same roof with 
him. You may well shudder, Amy. Nothing that 
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village gossip or superstition could invent, surpassed 
the horror of this Castle at that time— the prison* 
house of evil under a double form. 

" But, at last, arrived the appalling news that 
Lady Lester was abandoned to poverty, disease, and 
occasional insanity. By whom, or by what means 
this news was communicated to her husband (for 
none dared mention her name before him), is not 
known ; but I suspect that his sister-in-law, then a 
widow, and expecting soon to be summoned from 
this world herself, ventured to plead with him in 
behalf of the unhappy woman. The plan he con- 
ceived and executed, in reply to this communication, 
was one of subtle revenge. He commanded his wife 
to return to the Castle. 

"She came; but he did not see her. His son 
had taken his departure, in obedience to his order, 
before the arrival of his degraded mother. She 
arrived, in the dead of a winter's night, but no 
voice bade her welcome, no smile greeted her. 
Henceforth, she was incarcerated in this, her once 
honoured home. All means of communication with 
her child, or with the world, she had once loved, 
were cut off. Few knew whether the beautiful Lady 
Lester was dead or alive. 

'' Twice a year, however, she was permitted to see 
her confessor. In all other respects, her imprison- 
ment was solitary. She knew that her picture, the 
reflection of her in the flattered day of youth, love. 
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talent^ and prosperitj, iras reiled with black. The 
knowledge was worse than that of its destruction 
would have been. She knew that the man who had 
adored her, the father of hex son, lived within a few 
steps of this disgraced likeness of herself, but that 
she would never see him again on this side the graven 
Her lucid intervals became more rare, and, at last, a 
howling maniac, she Aied" 

" Was she buried in the cypress grove ?^' asked 
Amy, in a low voice. 

*^Tes, but not in unhallowed ground. It was 
consecrated, as adjoining the chapel, generations 
since, but never used, as a place of burial, until it 
received the mortal remains of this foreigner, who 
had brought disgrace and dishonour to the house. 
The priest, of whom I have spoken, was with her 
when she died. Sir Bichard did not see him, but 
refused, by letter, that she should rest within the 
chapel walls— destined for his own last home.^' 

" And Miss Lester,^' timidly suggested Amy. 

*'Did not come,'' continued Mrs. Seymour, ''until 
some time afterwards. Her father had died before 
she could know his value, but she mourned her 
mother in a manner which threatened her own life. 
I did all that was possible to cheer the young orphan, 
for I was in Italy at the time, and she became at- 
tached to me ; but, ere long, we were separated by 
the unexpected mandate from her uncle, that she 
should repair without delay to this place. Her grief 
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and terror were great, but, friendless, in poKtical 
danger as her mother's child, and inheriting but a 
very small income from her parents, the poor child 
was forced to obey. Unknown to her, I followed 
her to England ; but, for a length of time, could 
scarcely gain any tidings of her; and from these 
scattered gleanings of intelligence, I feared that the 
seclusion and loneliness of her young life would be 
fatal to one so affectionate and impressionable as she 
was from early infancy. 

'' At last, with great difficulty, and making many 
concessions to the whims of her misanthropic uncle, 
I gained an entrance here. The remainder you 
know.'' 

'^ But Sir Kichard Lester's son !" exclaimed Amy, 
'* what became of him ?" 

'^ I do not know," gravely answered Mrs. Seymour. 

'^ Did he die?" 

" I believe so." 

''Was he good?" 

'* No," faintly responded the aged lady ; and at 
this moment, Beatrice approached, and the subject 
was dropped. 



In the evening, Miss Lester sought her faithful 
friend. 

" You have told her ?" she asked. 

" Yes, aU concerning your uncle and his wife." 

" And nothing more ?" 
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'^Certainly not/' 

" It is well /' responded Beatrice, " but how 
strange, Madre, that the period during which I was 
forbidden to mention the blight of my uncle's life, 
should have expired at the time I deemed it essential 
to do so, for the sake of this young stranger. I 
often wonder,*' she continued, "why such a term of 
silence should have been imposed/' 

"Your uncle/' answered Mrs. Seymour, "believed 
in the pre-existence of souls, and in temporary 
punishment affcer death. I think, that by some 
mystic impression, or calculation, he imagined that at 
this time, the purgatorial decree would be fulfilled/' 

Beatrice trembled. 

Though always aware of the peculiar views of the 
misanthrope, familiarity with them ceased to shock 
her at their boldness. 

Soon afterwards, as if to turn the channel of her 
thoughts, she said, 

"I called this morning at the cottage by the 
stream. Ellen is ill, her grandmother I fear is dying, 
and the old man so downcast, that I found it impossi* 
ble to cheer him. The sight of the strange child of 
whom I have heard you and Amy speak, but never 
beheld until to-day, seems to add to his depression 
and distress. I fancy, Madre, that there is some 
sad history belonging to the pale woman, his grand- 
daughter." 

Mrs. Seymour looked at her, but was silent. 
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CHAPTEE XX. 

What is Coincidence? — ^A Walk in the Picture Gallery — The 
Common Lot — The Fallen Portrait — ^A Strange Likeness — 
Who Shall be Greatest ? 

The experience of most men will agree in the 
strangeness of coincidence. What is coincidence? 
Belinda, the blue, would tell us, with Dr. Johnson, 
that it is 'The state of several bodies, or lines, 
falling upon the same point,' or that ' the coincidence 
of the planes of this rotation, tvith one another, and 
with the plane of the ecliptic, is very near the truth ; 
but although, no doubt, such a definition and ex- 
ample are very fine, and quite agreeable to the 
superior intelligence of Belinda, the blue, I don't 
think that they are quite comprehensibly satisfactory 
to you or me. Why do certain lines fall upon the 
same point? We know what science might say, or 
if one may not, another does (according to his own 
statement) but after all, can you account by your 
knowledge for such and such a coincidence in your 
life or mine? 
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A medical man was once called in to a patient^ the 
captain of a vessel, who was in mnch distress of 
mind, because sickness prevented his sailing with a 
merchant ship, for he had expected to profit by the 
voyage in more ways than one. He fretted, but all 
to no purpose, except to increase his malady by his 
grief. The vessel sailed without him, and, before she 
was well out at sea^ she foundered. 

Everything and everybody on board was lost ;— so 
then, the captain, that was to have been, took a very 
different view of his own case, and blessed his stars 
for the brick wall of circumstance, against which he 
had impotently kicked. 

It is a deliciously pleasant thing to moralize on the 
things that have been, albeit this amiable self-satis- 
faction may be often dispensed with, for the Past is 
sufficiently eloquent to justify itself. But humanity 
may sometimes apply its significant lessons to others. 
And so, some time afterwards, the same Doctor was 
called in to a similar case. A ship, under the most 
favourable mercantile circnmstanoes, »nd belonging 
to one of the most liberal of Londcm merchants, was 
about to sail to the coast of West Africa, when, the 
very day before, a doubt wa& expresised to the owner 
as to the physical condition of his captain.* 

Doctors often have painful duties to perform, but, 
if really qualified to administer to the manifold 

* The merchant sent for his own medical man, the one ahove- 
namedy to decide. 
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necessities of man's complicated machine, they know 
how to cover their probing knife with the balm of 
healing — and so this one told the truth to the captain 
—that he could not possibly sail for West Africa on 
the morrow ; but, without exactly using the hacknied 
" all's for the best,'' he diverted his disappointment 
by telling him of the other case, when a patient had 
only too much cause to acknowledge that it is so. 

The anecdote was no doubt taken home to the 
heart of the sick sea-captain and his young wife^ 
who was tenderly watching over him. Oh! if all 
the learned, grave, and reverend ones of the earth, 
whether priest or physicians, whethei: ordained for the 
help of men's bodies or souls, would but just hit tha 
right nail on the head ! If, descending from lofty 
generalities, they would discern the specific nature of 
the want, the woe, or the wrong, what a different 
world this would be to that of over-dosed patioits, 
and somnolent sermon hearers ! As if, forsooth, every- 
body were standing on the same level ! As if every 
stomach were exactly in the same state ! As if all 
men, women, and children, could sing the very same 
song, set exactly in one key ! 

The liberal, social faith of a Beatrice Lester, may 
be called Utopia Eelix, but if ihis be not Utopia 
Fetrea, I am very much mistaken. 

Well, I believe the sick captain remembered the 
Doctor's little story, just because it suited hi& 
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understanding ; but^ if not^ he had soon good cause 
to do so. 

The ship sailed, was wrecked off our coast three 
days afterwards, the whole cargo was lost, and one 
man drowned. Had the sick man commanded that 
vessel, he would have been killed by the excitement. 
The Doctor happened to speak of the two suffering 
captains one evening to his family^ and the next 
morning the newspapers told of the catastrophe to 
the ship just sailed without the second disappointed 
man, who had been placed under his care. 

Now this, my reader, I call an odd coincidence, 
though not, doubtless, half so odd as some which 
you might relate in return. Hoping that you will 
so reward me, at some future time, we will now 
together, consider another. 



Beatrice Lester and Amy Lyle walked in the old 
picture-gallery together. The result had proved that 
Beatrice was right in setting reality to fight against 
unreality ; for Amy was better since she had heard 
the tale told by Mrs. Seymour. The day of their 
return to London drew near, and the orphan girl 
would have avoided entering the picture-gallery 
again ; but her intelligent guardian perceiving this, 
and seeing also the necessity of not carrying away 
certain impressions which, if not uprooted, would, 
in the unhealthy hot-bed of such an imagination. 
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attain a speedy but noxious growth, determined on 
accompanying her there. The day had been damp and 
gloomy. Masses of leaden clouds parted, but seldom, 
to permit a feeble ray of watery sunshine to descend 
on the humid earth. The birds, lately so joyous in 
the return of spring, were silent in their newly- 
built nests, and no sound was heard as evening 
drew near but the cawiug of the rooks, as they 
wended their way across the broad park, and over 
the old grey building, towards their homes in the 
lofty trees. 

At first. Amy had looked pale, timid, and reluc- 
tant, when she entered the long gallery, but Beatrice 
had cheered and amused her, without any apparent 
effort, by telling her the histories of many who 
seemed to look down from the walls around them. 
She criticized the countenances, and even the cos- 
tumes of these, her ancestors, but, nevertheless, a 
certain tone of reverence was discernible beneath her 
cheerfully-spoken remarks— a consciousness, as of 
the presence of those who had, many of them, played 
a good and honest part, even in the council-chamber 
and cabinets of kings, or on the field of battles fought 
for their country's honour. 

''But each one passed through his trial,'' said 
their gentle and beautiful descendant. ''Each of 
these men and women. Amy, who are worth remem- 
brance, came out as gold from the furnace of some 

VOL. II. L 
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fierce ordeal. They were not all tried alike/' she 
continued^ standing in the centre of the gallerj^ and 
uplifting her white arm towards those of whom she 
spoke. " They were not all tried alike, for trouble 
possesses many garbs, of various size, fit, and 
colour, and what is suitable to one, by no means 
proportionably clothes another/' 

Amy sighed. Then, looking lovingly at her^ 
Beatrice continued : 

*' The form is different, but the intention is doubt- 
less the same, of sorrow the purifier. If we were 
bom but to die, her language would be harsh and 
dissonant, but as we know that we die but to live, it 
is beautiful and harmonious, the echo from a higher 
sphere, where we shall acknowledge it ^good to 
have been afficted.' But sympathy is difficult, be- 
cause selfishness stands in its way. If turning our 
own backs to the light, we must not wonder that 
we cannot see plainly before us. Would that each 
man would say to himself, ^get from between me 
and the light/ instead of so often ordering his 
neighbour out of the way. If we could all step 
forth from this tabernacle of self, to judge fairly of 
each other. But, as it is, almost every man thinks 
his own load heavier than his fellow-traveller's, 
simply because it is Ms load ; he forgets that, ac- 
cording to the strength, or peculiarity of each, so is 
his burthen/' 
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"Ah I" exclaimed Amy, " that is why people con- 
tinually say, 'If such and such were my case, I 
should not care;' or 'If I were in Aw place, I would 
do so and so/ '' 

'' I, I, I— the beginning and the end of the every- 
day alphabet,'* cried Beatrice, laughing, and drawing 
the arm of Anyr under her own. '' Do you remem- 
ber those lines of Coleridge?'* 

But before she could listen to, or repeat them, a 
violent noise, a sudden crash, at the upper end of the 
gallery, caused both its occupants to start. Amy 
trembled so violently, that Miss Lester was obliged 
to support her; but, true to her mission towards 
this feeble girl, even then, and ever courageous, she 
said, though in a voice somewhat less steady than 
usual: 

'* Do not fear. Amy. Let us unravel this mys- 
tery ;" and when her charge only trembled still more, 
she smiled tenderly, though her own cheek was pale, 
and added : '' Come, let us face this danger. Ke- 
member, there is no armour provided for the back." 

Encouraged by her confidence, and well-assumed 
cheerfulness. Amy Lyle submitted, though with fal- 
tering steps, to be led, or supported, towards the 
door of Sir Bichard Lester's study. 

The shades of evening were fast descending, 
causing every face and form to stand out more dis- 
tinctly from the canvas ; and the cypress trees with- 

L 2 
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out, heavily laden with wet, cast a funereal gloom. 
It was a trial which those who have never lived in 
such a place, nor shuddered at its legends, may not 
comprehend, as they sit by their comfortable fire- 
sides; but it was a trial which must be surmounted, 
and that by two young creatures, whose slender and 
fragile forms looked even more shadowy than they 
were, as, half veiled by the twilight, they wended 
their way, silently, up that long gallery. 

As they reached the upper end, a thick cloud 
seemed to encompass them— not the cloud of coming 
night, but an atmosphere created by something 
within the building, and perfectly distinct from the 
dusk which was descending outside its moss-grown 
walls. But, from somewhere near this hazy spot, 
they knew that the crash which had echoed so vio- 
lently, even in their beating hearts, had come. 

'^Do not be afraid,^^ again whispered Beatrice, 
while, as if to clear her bodily sight, or condense 
her mental vision, she passed her hand, for an in- 
stant, over her own eyes. Then, looking around : 

'^AhP she exclaimed, "I think I see now— I 
think I understand/^ and almost dragging Amy 
Lyle towards the left wall, she pointed to what at 
first appeared a heap of rubbish, but from which 
the gilding, and proportions of a large picture-frame 
seemed to emerge. 

''It has fallen P^ cried Beatrice, in a low but 
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distinct voice, and clasping her hands. ''It has 
fallen— the portrait of the unhappy Lady Lester!^' 

And moving towards it, with measured steps, the 
living daughter and representative of the noble and 
long dead, who looked in a long line towards her, 
stood, for the first time, face to face with the woman 
who had dishonoured them. 

The veil had dropped, and there she was, the 
guilty, but beautiful one, arrayed in all the joyous- 
ness of love, sparkling with conscious talent, and 
proud in the success of gratified ambition. The 
cold wind sighed through the cypress trees without, 
but did not dry the earthy and barren sod of the 
lonely grave beneath them, which was saturated by 
tears &om the clouds. Is it possible that she lies 
there ? That this form, instinct with abundant and 
victorious life, is the food for the worm, not many 
steps from the spot where, superbly lovely and 
smiling, she seems to declare that no noisome thing 
can come near her— that she is far removed from 
dishonour, and safe from the approach of dissolu- 
tion ! 

Amy Lyle has crept close to the side of Beatrice, 
and, as they stand gazing, almost breathlessly, the 
Lady seems to advance from the oanvas towards 
them. Her proud and handsome lineaments become 
more and more distinct, her breast seems almost to 
heave, her mouth looks as if about to speak« 
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And now, the niece of Sir Bichard Lester— her 
adoring but betrayed husband— shudders. It is her 
turn to clasp another for support. She grasps the 
hand of Amy Lyle; for an instant, her voice is 
inarticulate ; and then, thrillingly, tremulously, she 
cries, pointing to the face and form before them : 

''It is — it is wonderful ! The likeness !'' 

" To whom ?'' whisperingly asks Amy. 

''To him- to Major Percival I" 

And with hands clasped, and head bent down- 
wards, Beatrice slowly recedes. 



Mrs. Seymour was struck by the coincidence, but 
she could not agree as to the likeness, as she had 
never seen him of whom Beatrice spoke. When, 
in company with her and Amy Lyle, the aged lady 
visited the picture-gallery, she was overcome by a 
different emotion. 

She, be it remembered, could distinctly remember 
Lady Lester, and this portrait recalled many a scene 
in which its original, of whom it was a perfect re- 
semblance, played a conspicuous part. Silently and 
tearfully she ga^ed upon it. Then going up towards 
it, she seemed absorbed in examining or deciphering 
something in the corner of the canvas; at length, 
beckoning her two young companions to approach : 
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"This is singular/^ she said, in alow voice— "very 
remarkable. Listen/' And she read : 

"Painted by Eustace Neville, at Florence 18—." 

"His father P' exclaimed Beatrice, with a faint 
blush, and turned towards Amy. Her agitation and 
confusion were visible, her eyes were cast down, her 
cheeks white, and her small hands trembling. To 
her had come again the sharp pang; she shook 
beneath the renewal of an agonizing conviction, that 
the fates of her benefactress and her long beloved, 
were entwined; but how opposed to this were the 
words which she now heard, as in a dream, words 
softly, tenderly, tremulously breathed. 

" Accept this as a happy omen. Amy, believe from 
it that I may help you.'' 

And in the course of the next few hours Miss 
Lester told two or three anecdotes, though as if 
irrelevantly to any intention of her own, how more 
than one of her house, pourtrayed by the skilful 
hand of the painter, in that gallery, had deemed 
themselves bound to protect the artist who had 
perpetuated their remembrancCj , and honoured in 
advancing his career. 

"And with what justice," she added, "for does 
not Art outlive all worldly distinctions I By it alone 
is perpetuated the memory of man's perishable form, 
and often of his fame I Who hath the more honour — 
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He whose honours are without him, as place, riches, 
favour— prizes of accident as oft as merit,— or he 
who can rescue their possessor from oblivion, when 
time shall have changed, and when the winding sheet 
shall long have been swathed round the idol of its 
fleeting moment I Let history give the verdict 
between the claims of a young prince, and his great 
painter? And the Poet too! let it also decide 
between one of the Trojan heroes, and Homer, who 
chants their deeds to all posterity/^ 

But Amy was puzzled by this enthusiastic per- 
ception of the painter's merits. She was pained 
again, (oh I foolish child) ''because,^^ she asked 
herself, "might not this appreciation in one who, 
on the mother's side, is a descendant of painters, 
and poets, as well as princes, be powerful enough to 
over-leap the barrier of English social distinctions ?'* 
It seemed to draw Eustace and Beatrice more closely 
together. But then, on the other hand, she knew 
that Miss Lester, who was in some things as bashful 
as a simple cottage-maiden, would never have thus 
proclaimed herself ! What then did she mean to do 
for Eustace Neville ? Then came the recollection of 
that agitation of Beatrice, before the supposed like- 
ness of Major Percival. 

"After all,^' mentally ejaculated Amy with a 
throbbing heart, and wild sense of relief, " after all, 
is it, can it be, true— that which Ellen declared — is 
she going to be married to him V^ 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

A Dark Rumour. 

But a new shock soon put even these reflections 
to flight from the heart of Amy Lyle. The fall of 
Lady Lester's picture naturally renewed the subject 
of the recent and mysterious disturbance in the 
adjoining chamber. Then was whispered again, the 
loss of the deed, from the iron chest. Who had 
stolen it? This inquiry from being muttered in 
comers, gained more strength ; it gradually became 
a favourite subject of discussion among the lower 
part of the household, and at last the voice, though 
always forbidden and silenced by Miss Lester, pro- 
claimed in the ears of Amy Lyle the loss which her 
patroness had sustained, and asked, '' who stole the 
deed?'' 

She was at first stunned; then demanded an 
explanation of the menial by whom the announce- 
ment of this mysterious fact was made to her; 
and the more she reflected, the more clearly and 
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painfully she perceived that suspicion pointed to 
her. This poignant conviction shot like an arrow 
through her heart. 

'^ She, Amy Lyle, the daughter of the pious pastor, 
the pupil of the Christian lady, Mrs. Neville, the 
friend and adopted sister of Beatrice Lester, suspected 
of theft ?'' It was insupportable ; she thought she 
would have died beneath this fresh sharp stroke. 
What should she do — how could she wrestle with 
this dark, unseeui subtle enemy? To prove herself 
true, she would willingly yield up her last breath I 
Ohl stifling, unbearable! whither should she fly? 
It was impossible that she could sit still, or seek 
rest — it was impossible that she could bve— sus- 
pected— she must go mad if this vile stigma were 
suffered to cling to her 1 

But such wretchedness is not permitted for 
nothing. Its sharp sting effectually recalled this 
unhappy girl from out the morbid misery which had 
so long encompassed her as a heavy cloud. Its 
shock roused her. In agony she was, and helpless, 
homeless, friendless did she fed. What could she 
do, where should she go P 

There is but one refuge for misery like this. 
Naked, destitute, with every human prop and stay 
withdrawn— alone, in the howling wilderness, ' Our 
Father in Heaven,' is the only One to whom we can 
appeal; He alone can hear the desolate cry of a 
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stricken hearty can alone give back an answer^ or 
send a ray of peace and hope to the anguish of a 
human creature crushed even to the very dust, im- 
potent to find a way amid the blackness of a cold 
and pitiless night. 

The element of a new strength, is sometimes found 
in the dregs of absolute Despair, 
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CHAPTER XXn. 

Church Bells — Mother and Child— A Noiseless Exit. 

The day after the secret, hitherto so carefully 
guarded, was revealed to Amy Lyle, was a Sabbath 
day. 

Very early in the morning, almost with the 
dawning light, the bells from the parish church sent 
forth a joyous peal. By them were sleepers awa- 
kened, by them were the labourers reminded that 
this was a day of refreshing rest. The sweet but 
solemn sound found a ready way into the homes of 
the humble, it madQ music of the dark and gushing 
river, and resounding up the Castle hill, was heard 
by the sleepless and saddened Amy Lyle. The 
church bells reverberated too, in the ' cottage by the 
stream,' where, in a very different mood, they were 
listened to by another weary watcher through the 
night. They added to the torment of one who, with 
wildly gleaming eyes, had long stood at a small 
lattice window, as if observing the gradual signs 
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of a new da/s approach. She had stood there 
from earliest dawn. Her grandmother lay dead in 
the room adjoining, but here she was alone with 
her sleeping child. The Sabbath bells aroused him. 

"Oh, mother— are you there I" he cried, sitting 
up in bed, and looking towards her with his large 
hollow eyes. " Mother I I was dreaming of that 
beautiful church— but why do you stand there so 
long. Arn't you very cold ?" 

She gave one wild and wistful glance at the scene 
without, and then sharply shutting the window, 
turned. 

" Haven^t you been in bed all night, mother P' 

''No.'' 

"Are you sleepy? I am. Oh I so— so tired.'' 
And he stretched his little thin arms towards her, as 
though he wanted to rest on her breast. 

She smiled a ghastly smile — and drew back. He 
uttered a low wail, and still stretched his feeble form 
towards her. 

"You'Jl soon sleep long and fast enough," she 
said in a sepulchral voice. 

It grated on the ear of her child, for he looked up 
frightened. 

" Oh ! come to bed, dear mother— do. Lie down 
aside of me." 

But resolutely and fiercely she lifted him up in her 
arms. 
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'' What are you going to do, mother ?^^ 

She did not answer. And then he became silent 
—perhaps almost sleepy again— though from time to 
time as she dressed him, he looked up, with a sort 
of bewildered amazement at her pale stony face, and 
gleaming eyes. 

At last— deliberately putting on her bonnet and 
shawl, she raised him from the ground where she had 
placed him, afii he had stood as if stupefied. Then, 
and not until then, she kissed him fondly, raptu- 
rously—once — twice— thrice. She put back his 
hair, and with a flood of sudden tenderness, which 
trembled in her voice, but did not moisten her eyes, 
she called him by names of fond endearment. They 
looked at each other, this mother and child; he, 
scanning her with his eyes, around which the blue 
circles were larger than ever, and she, gazing at him 
with an intensity of observation, which seemed as if 
it would burn and brand the memory of every line 
and lineament of his tiny face upon her brain and souL 

At last, she again raised him, resistless and unen- 
quiring, in her arms. Noiselessly she trod the 
narrow passage, and lifted the little latch of the 
cottage door; and then, stood with her light but 
precious burthen outside the threshold of this the 
shelter of her childhood and youth. 

The bells had ceased, but the birds were beginning 
to sing; the perfume of the refreshed earth wa^ 
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ascending ; the young leaves on the large trees, the 
blossoms in the garden, were opening to the light 
and joy of a new morning. The sky was soft and 
blue— a few fleecy clouds floating gently across it. 

But the sounds, scents, and signs of earth and 
heaven were disregarded at this moment by that 
woman. She was deaf and blind to all but one 
terrible picture within. Her eyes reflected no 
scene nor image from the outer W9rld. Their 
strange and awful light was kindled not by any- 
thing they had ever seen there. 

At last, springing forward, as if goaded by some 
invisible agent— gasping as if terrified, but still 
tightly clasping her child whose head had fallen on 
her shoulder, she rushed towards the river now 
sparkling with the early rays of the sun which, 
rising slowly and gloriously behind the distant hills, 
shed a glow of gorgeous colouring on church, 
village, flood, and field. 
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CHAPTER XXin. 

Sermon for Children — Instinct — ^Terror — ^Undazzled by the Sun 
— ^An Improvised Procession — ^The Old Man's Home — ^Young 
and Old-^Madness — Sorrow-stricken Age. 

The bells had also reached the ear of Beatrice 
Lester. She recollected that this was one of the 
mornings for very early service in the sanctuary, fol- 
lowed by a sermon for children. 

She determined to attend. Ever anxious to en- 
force, by example, any plan she had suggested for 
the welfare of those around her, she was frequently 
present at the public prayers which were offered up 
in the church by those who were about to start on a 
hard da/s work, at very early mom. Afterwards, 
the men and women embarked on a new day of 
laborious life with fresh hope ; inspired by the bless- 
ing, which had been pronounced over them. But 
this was a day of rest, so the first care was given to 
the ''little ones,'' who were gently called into the 
fold by an intelligible voice of gentleness and love. 
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Bather different the condition of these Christian 
children to that of those, who, in the place which 
they ought to deem the one of privileged rest, are, 
after nearly two hours of compelled attention and 
constrained position, probed to the consciousness of 
bad behaviour, sleepiness, or wandering thoughts, 
during an incomprehensible discourse, by the staff of 
a plethoric beadle, strutting about in all the envied 
glory of gold lace and broad-cloth capes. The 
country children understood the parson, and they 
loved him. They knew what they were expected to 
do, and they did it. They thought the church the 
most beautiful place in the whole world, and gladly 
thronged its long and lofty aisles when the musical 
beUs called them. They were in blissful ignorance of 
beadles at church, or bogies at home. 

But when Miss Lester was about to sally forth to 
join them, attended only by her large dog, who, on 
such occasions was wont to await his mistress outside 
the churchyard gate, she encountered Amy Lyle. 
She expressed her surprise to see her prot%& up so 
soon, but concealed her anxiety as she observed the 
young girFs unusually pale cheek and sunken eyes. 

They walked down the hill together. Miss Lester 
silently wondering at the more than usual abstraction 
of her companion. 

Just as they approached the heavy portals of the 
Park, the dog ran on in front of them, and then, 
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suddenly stopping, while his head was stretched out 
in the direction of the river, he set up a loud, long, 
howl. * In vain his mistress tried to soothe and caress 
him ; he only looked up into her face pifceously, and 
pulled her dress, as if he wanted her to follow him 
across the greensward. 

" What can he mean ?'' she asked of Amy, who 
stood near. Amy looked anxious, her poor shaken 
nerves quivered at the least touch. Then, the huge 
creature, as if he understood the question, and tried 
to answer it, scratched the ground with his front paw, 
and lifting his nose in the air, seemed to scent the 
morning gale for a moment ; after which, advancing a 
few paces more from the road towards the church, he 
sent forth another long, melancholy wliine. 

'' I will follow him,'' exclaimed Beatrice, and, ac- 
companied by Amy, she walked across the dewy 
grass whither their guide led the way. As they 
proceeded, his pace obliged them to quicken their 
steps, and soon, emerging from a thicket of large 
trees, they saw several people standing on the bank 
of the river ; the gushing sound of which they now 
distinctly heard. Hurrying towards the group, in 
real alarm, Beatrice soon reached them ; and, as she 
approached, she observed the serious and portentous 
looks of that little crowd. By one consent, they all 
turned towards her; and, as almost breathless with 
speed and agitation, she reached them on the very spot 
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where, years before, she had been carried and laid 
down a seemingly lifeless burthen by her preserver, 
Eostace Neville, they silently and mournfully made 
way for her. 

Standing in the centre, and looking from one to the 
other of the faces around her, on which horror 
alone was visible, she demanded an explanation. 
Every body seemed unwilling to give it. At last, an 
old man stepping up to her, and looking very kindly 
into her face, said : 

''Now don't be frighted, my lady ; but something 
terrible has happened/' 

"What?'' she faintly asked. 

'' A woman — ^the granddaughter of old Ealph at 
the cottage there," pointing towards some blue smoke 
just curling above the trees, " has been drowned." 

'' Ellen drowned !" gasped Beatrice, *^ Is she dead ?" 

" We're not sure, my lady ; but the child—" 

''Tell me— what of him? -Where is she?" 

Then two or three stalwart labourers pressed for- 
ward. Though each one hesitated to speak a minute 
since, everybody was now eager to explain. 

"She's carried to the cottage: but he's floated 
down the stream." 

" Oh ! quick — quick I Save him 1" cried Beatrice ; 
and, rushing forward, she herself darted towards the 
cataract. She could hear its rush and roar, though 
her heart beat high and loud with excitement. Amy 
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Lyle had overtaken her ; but, overpowered, and 
almost fainting; a woman among the crowd sup-^ 
ported her. 

The dog was close by the side of his mistress ; but 
some one stopped her. It was the old man again, 
whose hair floated in the breeze. 

*^Stay, my lady— stay,'' he cried. *'It's no use. 
They've tried it ; but he's gone." 

" Gone ! what do you mean ?" she asked quickly. 
"Dead?" 

'^ The waters have swallowed him up," replied the 
man. " He must have been plunged down the fall, 
and carried far away by this time." 

"Oh!— help, help!" again Beatrice cried, in a 
voice which pierced the hearts of her hearers. And, 
when some ran forward towards her, she added, as. 
well as her agitated haste would permit her to ex- 
plain : 

'^The reeds are thick— they may have saved him. 
Any how, for the love of Heaven— let us try 1 Every 
moment is an eternity. Come— come !" 

And, with a speed almost incredible, she reached 
the fall, when the dog suddenly running to the edge 
of the water, again howled. All turned towards the 
spot where he stood. The sun was bright in the 
heavens ; the foaming cataract, arched as by a rain- 
bow of prismatic hues ; the river towards it deep and 
rapid. But near the edge of the water, the tall 
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reeds and rushes grew thick and dark ; and beyond 
these lay some large massive stones, their rocky 
strength too iSrmly embedded for even this swift 
current to overcome. Beatrice found herself stand- 
ing on one of these; how she reached it, she 
never knew. Behind her, wading among the rushes, 
was a strong young peasant, whose speed had kept 
pace with her own. The lady looked down; she 
clasped her hands, and then threw them out im- 
ploringly towards heaven. She pointed to some- 
thing, half-hidden by the reeds which impeded, 
though they rendered his progress safe. There, 
within a yard of his feet, lay what seemed a bundle 
of clothes. With difficulty he reached it; and, 
stooping down, while holding by a rock with one 
hand so as to render his footing firmer, he cleared 
the rushes with the other ; and there with the open 
hollow eyes looking up, undazzled, at the sun in the 
heavens, lay EUen^s child. 

He was quite dead and cold. His little hands were 
tightly clenched, and his lips parted ; but his fragile 
limbs were composed; and his face, lately turned 
so imploringly towards his mother, shewed no signs 
of terror or distortion. The men and women who 
now had reached the spot, formed a kind of semi- 
circle, as Beatrice Lester stepped on the ground 
which sbped towards the river, followed by the 
peasant youth who held the dead child in his strong 
arms. 
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The lady was speechless and pale; but her de- 
pendents understood her meaning. She beckoned 
to a matronly-looking woman, whose eyes, while they 
gazed on her, were running over; and then, reve- 
rently taking the corpse from the hands of the young 
man, she laid it in her arms, kneeling down by the 
side, while this person proceeded to close the eyes of 
the dead, and arrange the stiff, small body with 
decency. 

Every head was uncovered; not a word was 
spoken ; and most eyes, even those of the strong men 
were moist. But Beatrice wept not. Silently and 
slowly, at last, she rose from the greensward where 
she had knelt— and then, pointing towards the cot- 
tage, half hidden by the large trees, she led the way 
of an orderly troop of mourners, in the midst of 
whom the dead was carefully carried by the woman, 
into whose hands he had been given. Miss Lester's 
face was pale, and her eyes lustrous, but now, as she 
walked solemnly along, large, heavy tears fell from 
them, and rolled down her cheeks. 

She was not aware that Amy Lyle was again by 
her side ; she, with faltering steps, having joined the 
returning crowd. Beatrice looked towards her 
piteously and wistfully, but did not speak. At last, 
having arrived at the old man's home, she turned on 
the threshold : and, taking the dead child in her own 
arms, she passed, with a step slow, but unfaltering, 
into the cottage — alone. 
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There— everything was silent. Unaccosted by 
any one, Beatrice noiselessly crossed the small passage, 
and entered the little parlour beyond. She had 
thrown a white handkerchief over the dead face of 
the child, and it woold have seemed to those who did 
not know the great secret, the mighty mystery, which 
lay beneath, as if, in her hushed step and man- 
ner, she feared to wake him. The parlour was 
empty. In the centre was a small round, highly 
polished table, on which lay a large well-worn 
Family Bible, and a pair of black-rimmed horn 
spectacles. A large, stiff-looking, horse-hair chair 
was drawn towards it, backed by a white dimity pil- 
low. The lattice window was half open, and 
through it was wafted the sweet air of a spring 
morning, and the scents of the homely garden, visible 
with its trim and narrow walks beyond. A large 
wooden cage hung in the window ; but the bird it 
contained, a fine thrush, sat silently and gloomily on 
its perch, although its black eye seemed to watch the 
movement of the lady who had just entered the room 
it was wont to enliven with its song. Three other 
black formal chairs, a well-kept piece of furniture 
against the wall opposite the fire-place, (which 
evidently was a sideboard, writing-desk, and, by its 
many small drawers, the receptacle of papers and 
household treasures all in one,) and a few highly 
burnished wine glasses standing upon it with very 
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clumsy stems, completed the arrangements of this 
parlour, with two exceptions ; one, a print of Christ 
blessing the little children, which was hung over the 
high, narrow mantle-shelf; and the other a Sampler, 
framed and glazed, and elaborately recording the 
date and age when ''Ellen EalpV worked it, which 
faced the window. 

Miss Lester stood for a minute in the middle of 
this room, and glanced unconsciously at the open 
book which rested on the table at her side ; but, as 
she moved, her foot struck against something on the 
floor. Looking down, she then espied a child's toy 
lying there— a mimic cart with a piece of string 
tied to it ;— this, being lightly moved by the touch of 
her garments as she turned, gave forth a little chime, 
which, only last night, had been called music by the 
boy as he played with it at his grandfather's feet. 
But this toy tone did not rouse him now. He was 
much too fast asleep. 

Perhaps other music more beautiful than he had 
ever dreamed of, prevented his listening any longer 
to the tone of his favourite plaything. Without 
ceasing to be a child, without ever having reached 
the knowledge or stature of a man, what had he 
attained ? What did he hear ? What did his face 
behold? 

But the wiry sound from the little painted cart 
thrilled through the heart of Beatrice Lester. She, 
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the skilled musiciaD^ quivered^ while it struck upon 
her ear^ with an emotion which brought the tears 
back to her ejes^ and caused them again to flow 
down her cheeks. Moving away, she very gently 
opened a door which led from the parlour into an 
adjoining room, and found herself standing in a bed 
chamber, the homely arrangements of which were 
remarkably neat, although the light was subdued 
by the shutter only half open in the window ; the 
white curtains round the bed were drawn. Gently, 
Miss Lester approached its side— and then, support- 
ing her load reverently and tenderly on her left arm, 
she put forth her right hand to draw aside the 
curtains. The bed was smooth, the sheets and pil- 
lows of snowy whiteness. On it was stretched a 
motionless form. The eyes were closed. The hands 
were crossed. The face was aged, but strangely 
calm, as a ray of light, through the undrawn curtain, 
feU upon it. Beatrice gazed for a moment, then 
looked upwards with eyes, in which the large tremu- 
lous tears added to their radiance. Afterwards, 
bending down, she touched with her lips the cold 
brow of the little one in her arms; and quietly 
laid the corpse of the child by the side of his dead 
grandmother. Then, scrupulously re-arranging the 
curtains, she again proceeded noiselessly in her search 
for the living. 

Lightly she knocked at a door which she knew 

VOL. II. M 
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to be the entrance to an inner chamber smaller than 
that in which she stood. No answer was re- 
turned; so lifting the latch^ she found herself within 
the room which had been Ellen^s own since her 
infancy. 

Here^ at the foot of a small bed^ she saw the 
old man ; but^ sitting listlessly with his hands on 
his knees^ and his white head bent on his breast^ 
he was not aware of the lad/s presence. 

At last, looking up, he perceived her,, and then, 
attempting to rise, he stretched out his arms trem- 
blingly towards her, and shook his head mournfully. 
Beatrice stepped forward; she took one of his hard 
aged hands in each of her own soft white palms, and 
looking wistfully and respectfully into his face, on 
which the lines of time and sorrow were more thaa 
ever furrowed by present grief, he seemed to under- 
stand her, for, in a whisper, he said : 

" ^ She is not dead, but sleepeth.' '' 

The old man tottered v^ maoh, and Beatrice 
gently compelled him to reseat himself. Then, with 
one of his hands still in her's, she stood beside this, 
her humble old Mend, whose head had again sunk 
low on his chest. 

Suddenly, a stifled but convulsive sound startled 
them. The old man rose, and still retaining the 
lady's hand, stood with her at the side of the little 
wooden bedstead. Sitting up, Ellen looked fixedly 
at them both. 
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The village doctor had been with her, and in place 
of the clothes she had worn, a white night-gown now 
enveloped her ; but her long dark hair streaked with 
grey, and still damp, hung about her face, and in- 
creased its wild expression. Her lips and cheeks 
were colourless, but her eyes gleamed with a lurid 
glare, as she looked upon the two who stood beside 
her bed. Then, raising her bony arm which, bared 
by the loose garment she wore, was visible even 
above the elbow, she pointed at Beatrice. The ex- 
pression of her face, concentrating as her look fas- 
tened itself upon the lady, became more and more 
fierce and terrific. At last, springing forward : 

" Send her away,'' she shrieked. " Grandfather, 
send her away. She'll murder the child, and shut 
him up in the iron box, where she keeps money that's 
not her own." 

Then, becoming yet more violent, as the old man 
essayed to speak. 

" Send her away— I tell you. She's bewitched 
him, and won't let him have his rights. Her beauty 
comes out of a chamel house." 

Miss Lester looked kindly at her, but the old man 
pulled her aside. When they were outside the door, 
through which they could hear the unfortunate 
woman moaning, as she rocked herself backward and 
forward, he said, shaking his head : 

" She's quite mad." 

M 2 
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" But let us hope/' said Beatrice^ '' that she will 
soon regain a calmer mood.'' 

He looked at her with eyes moistened and wistful. 
Great grief, in the aged, does not vent itself freely 
in tears ; but the musdes about his mouth worked 
painfully as he answered : 

''Oh, Miss! her's is a sad story, and maybe 
she'll never now be herself again." 

''Let us hope and pray," whispered his com- 
panioti. 

"Yes, Miss— yes — but somehow I don't think 
she's been quite right in her head like ever since she 
come down here this time. But if s for the child I 
feel. Miss." 

It was evident that he did not know his fate. 

" But he is well now," said Beatrice, very 
softly. 

" Poor little fellow," responded the grandfather, 
" he's never that, I'm bold to think ; he's not meant 
for much in this world." 

" But in another," suggested Miss Lester. 

" Ah I where the tears shall be wiped away," he 
rejoined. 

" And weakness become strength," Beatrice con- 
tinued; then, as he looked more composed, she 
added : " and where, even now, my friend, such 
little ones are not forbidden to enter ; their angels — ^" 
but her voice faltered; it was the old man who 
finished the sentence. 
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" Do always behold the face of our Father which 
art in Heaven/' 

The lady bowed her head^ and a warm drop feL 
on the rough hand she had again taken. 

Then a perception of the truth seemed to struggle 
into the heart of the grandfather who had doated 
on the puny child with the hollow eyes. He trem- 
bled. 

*' Is all well with him ?'' he asked, while his lips 
quivered. 

" Yes/' solemnly answered Beatrice. '* All is 
well, good friend.'' Then, pointing upward. ''Where 
our treasure is, let our heart be ako." 

It was enough. The bereaved old man put his 
hands together, in the way that a child might hold 
them, when taught to lisp his prayers at a mother's 
knee. His breast slightly heaved, and one solitary 
tear rolled down his cheek. A sunbeam struggled 
through the lattice, and rested on . the white hair of 
his head meekly bent, while his lips moved with 
words that were not articulate. Then, as an angel 
which had done its work for a season, his companion 
left him. She glided away, noiselessly. 

He did not know the moment he was left alone in 
the chamber of the dead ; but she, who had led him 
there, felt instinctively when and how he would 
approach the bed on which were laid the mortal re- 
mains of those whom an inscrutable decree had 
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united — the v^ old, and the very young. They 
lay, side by side, though two generations, unrepre- 
sented, had intervened between their birth. 

Watchful over the solitary mourner, though ab- 
sent from his side, she sent assistance and consola- 
tion to him in the form of the kind woman, who had 
closed the eyes of the dead child. She found this 
person awaiting her, with the dog crouching before 
her, on the threshold. All the others had departed. 
Miss Lester was pleased that it should be so; she 
rightly interpreted and appreciated the motives of 
these villagers in leaving their lady alone. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

A Country Congregation — Declaration in Presence of Death — 
Tolling Bell. 

At a later hour in the day^ a large congregation 
assembled within the parish chnrch. Beatrice and 
Amy were there. The former, although deeply 
moved by the etent rf the early morning, rightly 
considered that it formed an additional reason for 
her presence among those who were drawn together 
by an extra bond of common sympathy respecting 
it The prayer for those *' sick or afflicted in mind, 
body, or estate,^' was joined in with more than usual 
feryour by all sorts and conditions of men and mind 
within those walls. 

A circumstance like that which had just trans- 
pired, gives force and reality to words but too often 
listlessly uttered; and when in a sermon, which the 
occasion improvised, the preacher alluded to death, 
matiy remembered the strangely assorted pair who 
hlid just passed through its gates from among them ; 
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kindly thoughts hovered around the solitary and 
venerable mourner, and prayers were wafted for her 
who was unconscious at present of their balmy in- 
fluence. 

After service. Miss Lester sought the preacher in 
the vestry, where she begged him to hasten to the 
consolation of the old man, and help to exorcise the 
dark spirit which had taken possession of his grand- 
daughter. Nothing was left undone for the body or 
soul of that unhappy woman. A despatch had long 
ago brought the most skilful physician the locality 
could produce to her side ; but the mysterious malady 
foiled every effort to alleviate her sufferings. EUen 
was raving mad. Her cries, in the moments of 
wildest excitement, penetrating the cottage walls, 
mingled with the rushing and ceaseless sound of the 
foaming cataract near which it stood; but, alas— 
alas ! they could not awaken the dead in the next 
room, nor call back her child for whom she asked in 
wild despair, and moaned because they would not 
let him come and " lie down aside of her,'* as he had 
aaked to do but a few hours since. 

Passing by a side entrance from the church, Bea- 
trice wandered among the graves around it. She 
thought she was alone, but a movement near a white 
cross startled her. Amy, rising from the ground, 
stood beside it with her eyes turned towards her. 
In a minute. Miss Lester was at her side, and would 
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have saluted her affectionately, when the young girl 
drew back, looking very pale. She essayed to speak, 
but her voice was not audible; at last, approaching 
a step, and standing before her benefactress between 
her father's grave, and the cross which was raised to 
the memory of her brother, and the Faith by which a 
Christian had passed through death unto life, the 
words came unto her. 

*'I am innocent,'' she exclaimed looking fiercely at 
Beatrice, '' I am innocent. By the heaven above us?, 
and those who deep in the earth beneath, I never did 
the deed of which I am suspected/' And clasping 
her hands together, she raised her eyes to the sky as 
though she fain would take flight beyond it. 

The truth flashed upon the mind of Miss Lestet. 
Somebody had disobeyed her orders, and told to Amy 
Lyle the loss of the paper from the iron chest. 

Soothingly she approached her orphan charge, and 
most sweet was her voice ; but very solemn. 

" I am certain of it. By the sacred tokens you 
have named. Amy Lyle, I swear that I believe you 
guiltless." 

A bright smile flittered across the young bat 
anxious face, as, by a sudden joyful movement it was 
brought nearer to Miss Lester j but it vanished quick- 
ly, and was succeeded by an expression of distress ; 
then Amy said, glancing as if half fearful, around her, 
and sinking her voice to a whisper— 

11 3 
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''But how— how— did I enter there ?'' 

Beatrice looked very kindly on her ; her lips were 
parted by the breath of compassion^ and the tender 
smile with which the picture of a saint might be 
represented as regarding the human weakness^ the 
finite wonderment, that, although unshared, is not 
below a heavenly sympathy ; and then she said :— - 

"You walked in your sleep. Amy/' 

A new light seemed to burst on the long bewil« 
dered mind of the girl. 

" Ah V she exclaimed, stretching her head forward 
as if to be certain that she had heard aright. "Ah ! 
—walked in my sleep? Yes— yes-r-^' she added in 
a hushed voice, "I see now— it must have been so.'* 
But then, with a shadow of perplexity, she added, 
"Y^t — I do not know— I cannot tell— the— the 
means by which I opened the panel.'' 

" But we shall know some day," answered Miss 
Lester, "fear not; this will assuredly be revealed." 

Amy gazed at her beautiful, kind, face, but her 
own countenance was the index of many a powerful 
and conflicting emotion; at last, a blush, burning 
and vivid, spread over her cheeks and brow, and with 
downcast eyes, she knelt, by some sudden impulse, at 
the feet of Beatrice. Winding one arm round the 
white cross as if to support herself, she gasped 
out : — 

"You are good, and I have been wicked. Not 
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in the way they think^ oh— not in that way;— but 
envy^ hatred^ malice^ have struggled and found a 
place in my bad heart against you. Ohl do not 
look so kindly on me/' she sobbed^ hiding the eyes 
which for a moment^ had been raised to the face 
bent down towards her. "Do not look *o— I 
cannot bear it. Bhune me^ spurn me^ if you will- 
shew the contempt you must feel for me — ^but do not 
kill me— wretched— wicked— that I am P' 

Beatrice Lester raised her in her arms; she 
allowed the head of the unhappy girl, veiled in its 
long golden carls, to rest on her shoulder. She did 
not speak, but her action, her touch, her breath, was 
each more eloquent than a thousand words. 

At that moment, the silence of the churchyard was 
broken; not by the musical peal, which had re- 
sounded in the early morning, but by the death-knelL 
Amy Lyle started and shuddered; gently Beatrice 
drew her away; but, as they moved, the solemn, 
monotonous sound continued— Toll— toll— toll. — 
Bemember the Dead. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

Flowers out of Season — Chat on Board the Tacht — ^The Home* 
ward Bound — Here and There — Kingship oyer Earth, and 
Sonship under God. 

TflE spring and summer of 1852 had passed away. 
The same actors had played their parts^ or continued 
their constant rehearsals^ in Belgravia^ and the same 
misery continued to moan in Bermondsey. Indi- 
viduals strove here and there^ in the one place to 
break through the conventional stage trappings^ and 
managed sometimes to alleviate the moral wants in 
the other ; but, to all outward appearance the world 
wagged its way as usual, and the sublimity of its 
routine was unquestioned. How comfortable its 
creed that Routine is Virtue ! 

Again London was empty, that is to say in the 
superlative sense of its superiors, but a scattered few 
even of its recognized class were still detained by 
circumstances within its walls. For example, the 
Duchess of Ayrton, though languishing for the 
Highlands, could not possibly leave town because 
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her mother was ill and chose to remain there. 
Beatrice Lester lingered in the Metropolis, because 
(so said her occasional fawning flatterers Belindai the 
blue, and her Arcadian sister,) she never did things 
like other people, and was, therefore, absurd. Young 
Spenser of ours, was detained there much to his 
disgust, because his regiment was supposed to be in 
so much want of him that he couldnH get leave. 
Everything was, no doubt, stupid and dull enough. 
The Opera was closed, the Clubs were under repair, 
the streets were turned up, the parks were dusty 
deserts, the Stock Exchange was flat, stale and 
unprofitable; and third rate City life, had bubbled up 
in Kensington Ghirdens, or presumed to show a 
vulgar curiosity as to the few exotic specimens still 
to be found in the Botanical Gardens. 

What could be done by the unfortunate few under 
such desperate circumstances ? Why, get out of the 
prison, if possible, if only for a day. But where 
could they go? Blackwall was barren; Greenwich 
was only redolent of Michaelmas geese ; and yet, as 
Algernon Spenser had interest in a yacht which was 
lying on the Thames, ready to sail away to happier 
regions, would it be possible to float it for a few 
hours and carry the only people in London away 
from that plague ridden City of the past. 

The Duchess of Ayrton was enchanted with the 
scheme, and insisted that Beatrice, who was pro- 
vokingly free from ennui should accompany her. 
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The weather was still beautiful^ although the middle 
of October had arrived ; and so it was determined 
that mine host at the house for whitebait should be 
surprised by being called into action in such sort as 
is seldom his fate to be after the season is over> and 
the Senate is scattered. 

The day selected, was a Saturday, the 16th of 
October. The party on board was necessarily small, 
a scarce bouquet culled from flowers out of season. 
Beatrice sat on deck by the side of the Duchess of 
Ayrton. She had left Mrs. Seymour and Amy at 
home. But, despite the refreshing breeze, and 
animation of the scene around her. Miss Lester was 
abstracted. The Duchess thus rallied her. 

" I tell you what, Signorina, your independence 
is impracticable* Here you are again at the end of 
another campaign— positively a failure on my hands f 
and she stretched out her well-gloved little fingops as 
if in deprecation of such a bad bargain. 

The Signorina laughed. 

" Ah, dearest of chaperons, most approved of 
Hymen^s priestesses — we have fought that battle so 
often r 

" But though you foil my weapons, the ground 
must at last give way under you, and I shall con- 
quer. Why, do you know, Beatrice, that maternal 
infallibles and filial paragons, have protested since 
June last, that you are tottering on the brink of a 
precipice. There is that horrid woman (I always 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



OP cHABirr. 255 

forget her name) with the two monstrosities her 
daughters^ the savante and the shepherdess^ who 
have dared to insinuate that Miss Lester has never 
been quite herself since the visit of Major Percival 
at the villa last year, although, they add, with their 
silly ' he— he ! that the same Miss Lester is, of course, 
always so very charming and original in every mood 
-ha-ha V '' 

But the Duchess stopped. A deep blush chased 
away the paleness of her companion, and set her 
thinking. Also, what was the meaning of that 
haughty expression which, for the moment, super- 
seded her usual frankness P 

But, before her lively Orace could again bring up 
her forces, a large steamer carrying passengers from 
distant lands, which science, dating from the bubble 
of a prisoner's tea-kettle, has now helped to band in 
a holy brotherhood of creed and custom, came in 
sight. Its approach was eagerly watched by Bea- 
trice Lester. Her face was again pale, but ifte 
parted lips and lustrous eyes gave ample evidence of 
an excitement more intense than could be accounted 
for, by the arrival of a vessel homeward bound in 
the river Thames. The Duchess looked at her with 
surprise, and then, not knowing what to think, she 
experimentalized. 

" By the way, dear Beat^ce, I wonder what has 
become of that Major Percival P He disappeared as 
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unaccountably as he dropped down among us. 
Where can he have been all last season P'' 

But her companion scarcely appeared to hear her. 
Mechanically she answered something not very much 
to the purpose, but with her arms folded within the 
soft drapery of her Indian shawl, so as to give an 
air of resolution to the usually supple lines of her 
beautiful figure, she stood up, and scanned, with 
those same intensely earnest eyes, the vessel by 
which they now were alongside, while her glance 
seemed strained, as if to recognize, or identify, some 
of the passengers who were visible on board. But, 
suddenly, she sank again on the low seat by the 
side of the Duchess; her head was bent down, 
and her face was, for a moment, concealed in her 
hands. In that instant, the noble steamer had shot 
past, and the pleasure-seekers of the yacht had con- 
gregated at the other end of her deck, from whence, 
without moralizing much about it, they could best 
discern the progress into port of those whose hearts 
were beating high at the sight of shares which, 
though dull with metropolitan mist, and but a low 
and dingy contrast to the ethereally-tinted lands 
beneath the glorious skies of the Tropics, were 
radiant with a welcome, the potent eloquence of 
which none can understand who have never wan- 
dered far from their Fatherland. No rocky heights 
were here, crowned with a dazzling halo ; no blue 
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mountains in the backgroaud; no large sheltering 
trees^ bearing rich fruits^ and branching ** broad and 
long ;*' no fragrant spice-laden breeze, nor luxuriant 
orange groves, nor feathery palms, nor stems rising 
aloft and bearing the cocoa-nut; no large birds 
fearlessly hovering about the ship, and skimming 
the lucid, violet wave, with their soft wings; no 
wealth of coral visible beneath the transparent 
water; neither the grandeur of rolling billows, nor 
vision of bright isles, thrown up from the surging 
ocean by the mighty mystery of volcanic agency. 
No, nothing of all this for the Englishman ''at 
home ^' again ; only flat, muddy banks, the barriers 
of a stream which (though vaunted so loudly by 
John Bull, who generally thinks his own things the 
best), is very narrow after the contemplation of the 
broad, tremendous, rushing floods of Transatlantic 
lands; and poisonous with filth and sewerage, ac- 
cording to the confession of scientific compatriots, 
and as attested by the cholera conclusiveness of some 
of London^s few suffering thousands. There is a 
confusion of tongues on these banks of Babylon; 
there is the noisy strife of its wealth*seekers ; but 
it is the land of all promise and pride to its loyal 
and loving sons. The forest of shipping is more 
refreshing to the sight than many banyan-trees, of 
which 

« The bended twig takes root, and daughters grow 
About the mother-tree, a pillar'd shade/' 
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The noise of the anvil is more significant than the 
song of birds ; the buzz of the factory more ar- 
ticulate than the roar of the ocean ; the hum from 
the great hire of human industry more melodious 
than the echo of rainbow-tinted mountains. 

And perhaps the instinct is rights because pointing 
to Man as the crowning work of Creation. But^ 
while recognizing his '* kingship over earth/' let not 
his ^'sonship under God'' be forgotten. This 
memory is the lever by which the lowest path of 
honest duty is raised to a level higher than the 
loftiest mountains; but obliterate^ or suppress it^ 
and the citizen of this world is dropped down to la 
dusty road of degradation. Living only from hand 
to mouth, striving only for the fulfilment of material 
wants, under the law of a hard grinding necessity, 
the only acknowledged task*master, the slave cannot 
cease to be a slave, the servant a suspected menial, 
the tradesman a bargaining huckster, the factory a 
hot-bed of injustice, and the loom but the web and 
warp of oppression and revolt. 

But, as children of a Heavenly Father, as faithful 
stewards of one Master's goods, as soldiers of one 
great King, the social co-operation of England, or 
any other country, becomes a glorious thing; the 
industrial elements are compact, and of a goodly 
form ; and the individual work of every man, woman, 
and child is a divine poem, with an eternal sequel. 
Then, toil is ennobled, capital and labour are ad- 
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justed^ merchandize is princely^ and order is beati* 
fied. 

Let but the homeward-bound hare faith^ hope, 
and charity enough for this, and no wonder that the 
murky mist rolls away before his Tision from the 
banks of the Thames, and the noise of City life 
becomes harmonious. 

But the Duchess of Ayrton was puzzled by the 
emotion of Beatrice Lester at the sight of a steamer. 
At last she said : 

*' I do believe, sweet Signorina, that some of your 
foundlings are on board that ship ; that it is some 
vessel freighted by the objects of your charity from 
the other end of the world/' 

Beatrice smiled ; but the smile was flickering and 
rather painful to behold, at all events, for the 
Duchess of Ayrton ; for she really loved her. 

" Am I right V said her grace, with a tender 
pressure of the hand. 

The candour of her companion was challenged. 
It had never yet shrunk from any contest; and 
hence the reply, in a voice, melodious, but too 
distinct to be pleasing to the accustomed ear of her 
friend : 

''The vessel is not freighted with objects of my 
charity, but with those of my reverence. If I am 
not mistaken, she carries back to England one who 
may some day help bravely to do her work; and 
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another who, after manifesting the parity of her 
creed— after enforcing it by precept and example 
—in a once barbarous island even below the tropics 
for many years, comes hither that he may be or- 
dained to carry sacramental comfort to that distant 
community of the Catholic Church/' 

The Duchess was astonished, and answered : 

*' Well, Beatrice, you remind one of the full force 
of that word Catholic. Tou recall its true meaning/' 
But then, her feminine curiosity getting the mastery 
in her mind, *' Yet tell me,*' she added, ''do you 
know either of these menP' 

Again that vivid blush ; but it did not impede a 
prompt reply, 

** Yes, one of them/' 

''Howr 

" It was he who saved my life/' 

*' Ah 1 is it possible ? And so now you give 
him back his countiy ?" 

^'1 hope he will bring to it his whole strength 
and talent/' 

'' Your interest has brought him over to England ?" 

''My faith in him/' 

" And nothing else ?" demurely asked the Duchess. 

. " Vous verrez/' answered Miss Lester, quoting the 

favourite expression of their mutual friend, the 

ancient Marquise. But the smile which accompanied 

the quotation was a wistful smile. 
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CHAPTEE XXVI. 

** All's Well"— The Mystic Metamorphosed. 

Steangb but true, Eustace Neville had arrived 
in England Stranger stilly his first visit was to 
Bermondsey. Dr. M. was startled in his study 
by the apparition of a bronzed traveller. Eor a 
moment^ he did not recognize him^ and looked vexed 
at the intrusion on a rare moment of leisure ; but 
suddenly springing up from his easy chair, he seized 
the brown stranger by both hands, looked into his 
face with eyes which glistened queerly, then slapped 
him on the back, and, turning him round, although 
he was a head taller than himself, exclaimed in a 
tone of husky cheerfulness : 

"Ugh— ah — hum I Well, old fellow— famous 
young friend -Pll give you my certificate. FU pass 
you on to Belgravia, labelled ^examined and ap* 
proved.' " 

'' Are all well there ?'' asked Eustace, the earnest- 
ness of his dark eyes, contrasting, but not discordant, 
with the frank smile with which he acknowledged 
the Doctor's hearty greeting. 
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" Hum— well — let me see I As all must signify 
in your Belgravian phraseology two persons, who ac- 
cording to the social computation of women may be 
shaken down as one— equal/ that is to say, to one 
man— why hem— ha!— I think, Sir, I may safely 
answer, yes/* 

But the facetious Doctor, always more facetious 
when touched by a fact, understood the anxiety of 
the long absent, and covered the gratitude of finding 
" all well,'' by another voluble volley. 

He had seated Eustace in his own leathern easy 
chair, and now, standing with his back to the fire- 
place, after having regaled himself with a pinch of 
snufF, so profuse, that some of it had fallen on his 
shirt frill, and the residue had made him sneeze .... 

" Hum 1'' he continued, '' well, I must say. Sir, 
that youVe contrived to found a fine constitution in 
the colonies, or wherever the deuce you may have 
been. Why you're a different man, Sir, to what we 
sent away— materially speaking— of course, of course. 
Don't touch the individual, or anything of that sort 
—no, no, can't pronounce with certainty about that 
yet ; doctors, you know— hem — ^ha— always do wrig- 
gle out of a precise position— never give their opinion 
definitively, but on things that other people know as 
well as themselves. Like to be backed up by facts, 
you know. Quite right to avoid fallacies— only 
quacks who flatter with them— but what the deuce 
are you going to do now you've got here ?" 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



OF CHABITI. 263 

"My work, I hope /^ said Eustace laughing. 

"Hum! At the CJolonial Office ^ asked the 
Doctor, with a violent jerk of his coat-tails. 

" If possible /^ answered the traveller. 

"TV ell, well/' was the rejoinder, "I can see 
pretty plainly who's been at work in this matter •/' 
and then walking towards the window, the Doctor 
concluded, with his back turned to the stranger, and 
his face towards the street, "and — hem, ha-^Fm 
sure she would not mislead you, nor strangle you, 
nor tie you with a bit of tape to the weary go-round 
of official routine ; but the Ministry's shakey — it may 
tumble down before you've time to do good, (as to 
evil, that's always quick enough at sleight of govern- 
ment hand) but don't pin your principles to any 
party, my boy, nor your logic to any locality. To 
prevent this last, for the present, I shall send you from 
Bermondsey to Belgravia at once." And the Doctor 
rang to order his carriage, but Eustace interposed. 

The fact is, that he was not ready to go. He had 
business in Bermondsey, which would detain him an 
hour or two, and when he did get out of it, he did 
not wish to drive in state from Charlie Lyle's poor 
grave, to the mansion of his sister's benefactress. 

But when Beatrice Lester reached home that 
evening, he was there. Never had Amy Lyle 
looked so beautiful as when she ran forward to meet 
her. Gradually had Miss Lester prepared her for 
his coming, during the past weeks, and, by degrees. 
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the many tacit proofs of the lad/s affectionate care 
for herself, had rolled away the cloud from her heart. 
Amy was alone when Eustace arrived. Her joy, her 
agitation, her gratitude at beholding him once more, 
were witnessed but by him. Hours had passed 
since that delicious, delirious moment, and now, 
happy and assured that it was not all some wild 
dream, she rushed forward to greet her protectress, 
with a love and joy such as she had never manifested 
before. Was this the emaciated, half-mystic Amy 
Lyle P Bather like some beauteous child she seemed, 
with her unrestrained movements, her long golden 
hair, her small, delicate, but most graceful form. 
But the light in her eyes rendered more brilliant by 
the rich, rosy hue of her cheeks and lips, told of 
something beyond the thoughtless joy of a child's 
merry mood. Their liquid ecstacy had been distilled 
from the brightness of a woman's experience. 

As Beatrice Lester entered, a gulf seemed to yawn 
across the drawing-room between her and the guest. 
She was extremely pale but perfectly self-possessed. 
Never had she appeared so conventionally a 'woman 
of perfect manner,' as when she kindly, but calmly 
greeted him. If the heart of the wanderer beat loudly, 
none knew it beneath that roof. Amy, who stood 
between them, felt great pride in his manly face, and 
dignified form, and great gratitude to the lady who had 
recalled him to her sight. The whole fabric of her 
feverish dreams had fallen to the ground. 
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CHAPTEB XXVII. 

The Wanderer returned-— The Faithful Fellow-Trayeller^Social 
Code of Pitcaim— One Man and One Book— The Lava Type. 

Out of four people, who sat in that luxurious well- 
lighted drawing-room, one was happy. Is this about 
the computation of bliss, under a fair exterior, in 
this world of appearances? Mrs. Seymour was 
anxious at the extreme pallor of her beloved 
Beatrice; she knew from this, and the peculiar 
lustre of her soft eyes, that either heart or brain was 
at high pressure. But, whatever the cause, she 
sought no confidence. And Eustace talked very 
composedly, (strangely so. Amy thought, for one who 
had just known the excitemeni of travel), but, as he 
talked, and was led on by a few of Miss Lester's 
questions to speak of his own adventures, the gulf 
before named seemed to widen between him and the 
only person in the world he cared to hear them, with 
every moment. Th^e she sat, pale> beautiful, and 
composed, with her smooth, classical head a little 

yoL. II. N 
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bent forward, and the soft drapery of the Oriental 
shawl she had worn in the morning, falling about 
her in lines and rich hues, which reminded the 
artist of Titian, and bis deep but harmonized tints. 

How close to him this, bis glorious type and ideal 
of woman, had appeared when the whole world di- 
vided them ; and now, with only a few feet of soft 
carpet between him and her, with the sound of her 
melodious voice in his ears, her gentle touch still 
lingering on his hand, her form and face reflected in 
his eyes, the breath which heaved her bosom almost 
audible in the occasional pauses of the conversation, 
how far she had receded ! 

Was he humiliated? No. The standard he had 
raised was higher than ever, but he had done nothing 
to render himself unworthy of it. Besides, the che- 
rished remembrance of this one being, though en- 
shrined in his inmost heart, and inseparable from the 
best impulse of his nature, had never given rise to 
any hope, which might have sprung up in a vain or 
vulgar mind. His pulses throbbed with strong emo- 
tion in beholding her, who would never cease to 
actuate and control him, who would be his destiny 
through life, and perhaps at last comprehend his deep 
and unswerving devotion in another state of existence 
where conventionalism is no more ; but he was neither 
humbled nor disappointed; only, it must be con- 
fessed .... very mournful in his secret soul. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



01 CHARITT. 267 

^* And so, Mr. Neville/' said Mrs. Seymour, ''you 
actually came over with that Pitcairn pastor and 
teacher, who is sent here by his people for ordi- 
nation?*' 

''And most excellent he is,'' answered Eustace 
assentingly ; " but his worth cannot be better at- 
tested than by the love borne towards him by the 
inhabitants of that sea-girt paradise, among whom he 
had dwelt for more than twenty yeara. Their grief at 
parting with him, for a time, was only dispelled by 
their hope and faith in the new power, by which he 
will return to them, invested." 

" What a lesson, such faith and hope, for us of the 
Fatherland !" exclaimed Beatrice. 

"And also," returned Eustace, "the pure but pri- 
mitive practices of those distant islanders our bre- 
thren." 

" What practices ?*' asked Amy, lifting her bright 
face from the embroidery on which she was making 
nothing but mistakes. 

"Those," he answered, "in which they simply and 
sincerely follow the precepts of the Gospel. Taking 
this for their code of laws, their social system is, I 
believe, the most perfect in the world." 

An illustration this, to Beatrice, of her own creed, 
as once expressed to the astonished old Marquise. 
"Acts of parliament may be venerable things; but, 
there are certain tables of adamant, which are more 

N 2 
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venerable still j only inasmuch as the fonner are con- 
sonant with the latter, will they be lasting/' Some- 
body has said, something of this, elsewhere, but 
without having troubled herself, to read or hear it, 
Beatrice Lester believed so, and, as she believed, she 
acted. 

''But,*' exclaimed Amy, ''it must all be upon 
such a very small scale/' 

" Yet that," rejoined Eustace, with a slight smile, 
" does not counteract the efficacy of a mighty principle. 
If we look around us in England, or elsewhere, we 
generally find that evil passions are not less at work 
in a small community than in a large. On the con- 
trary, I think that envy, hatred, and evil-speaking 
for example, are less rife in a great metropolis than 
in a provincial locality." 

" And what would a whole kingdom be," added 
Beatrice, " if the principle of which you speak were 
fairly carried out according to the infinite develop- 
ment of which it is capable !" 

"But," timidly asked Amy, "would such be pos- 
sible according to the Constitution of this country?" 

" Undoubtedly," responded Mrs. Seymour, " for is 
not this a Christian country, my dear child ? Only, 
as far as its practices differ from its theory, does evil 
abound. And I believe that Mr. Neville," turning 
towards him, "will corroborate my opinion, that 
these people of Pitcaim are backward to none m 
loyalty to our Sovereign," 
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'* You are right enough there, Mrs. Seymour/' 
answered Eustace, " God save the Queen ! is seldom 
more heartily joined in, than by these islanders. Of 
whatever distant lands our National Anthem may 
raise the echoes, there can be no more sincere 
response to it than in the hearts of men, women, 
and children on the rocky heights of Pitcairn/' 

''Speaking of the National Anthem,^' said Mrs. 
Seymour, ''the people are fond of music, there, are 
they not?'' 

" Extremely, and cultivate it with success. They 
have a singing school, where Hullah reigns, and I 
need not tell you that the melody in their hearts, 
and the harmony of their system, find easy expres- 
sion in the 'hymns and spiritual songs' of their 
worship." 

"And that all this, under Heaven," ejaculated 
Beatrice, " should be the work of one man !" 

" Ah !" exclaimed Mrs. Seymour, carefully folding 
up her gold spectacles, "ah, my dear Beatrice, it 
points a practical moral to your theory of Individu- 
ality 1" 

" Of one man ?" asked Amy, puzzled. 

"Yes," said Miss Lester, rousing herself from 
some sudden fit of deep thought to reply; and then, 
appealing, ever and anon to Eustace Neville, to 
confirm her statement, she told the tale how good had 
triumphed over evil, in that little island ; how bad 
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men, seeking to hide themselves in the furthermost 
comers of the earth from the justice which they 
ever feared would overtake them^ had landed on this 
rock in the Pacific, with savage women, whom they 
had brought from Otaheite; how the women had 
vainly tried to escape, and how the men, anxious to 
drown the memory of the guilty past, and the fears 
.of an avenging future, sought refuge in drunkenness. 
But how it was God^s will, that one man should be 
reserved for His work; and that this man armed 
with one Bible, and one Common Prayer Book, (pre- 
served from the ship, the scene of cruelty and 
mutiny, which had carried him and his companions 
years before from England) preached the doctrines of 
the Cross to those who had hitherto known nothing 
but murder, cruelty, and intemperance. How by the 
demonstration of this one man, and by the Code of 
one Creed, conversion spread in that unknown isle, 
and Faith, Hope and Charity took deep and abiding 
root there ; how heavenly light superseded infernal 
darkness, and intelligence triumphed over the igno- 
rance of the men, and the idolatry of the women. 

"Also of the place,^' suggested Eustace, "for 
although uninhabited when the mutineers landed 
there, idols were among the remains which attested 
that at some time it had been the abode of men. 
On one lofty rock, especially, were four huge images 
— one carved out of lava, representing the human 
figure.*' 
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" Which proves/' said Mrs. Seymour, " that in- 
spiring though the faith in Individuality, how 
degrading is the religion which stops short at the 
man. Possibly, your lava figure," she added, 
smiling, '' may have been but a type of hero-worship 
and its consequences.'^ 

Eustace Neville thought of that time, long ago, 
when the misai^thrope. Sir Bichard Lester, taunted 
him with the danger of this very thing. What 
he answered then, he believed now — that mortal 
never leans on mortal only, but he stumbles. Hence 
the frequent disappointment when love and faith pin 
themselves to the particular preacher, or parliament- 
man or patriot — 'teaching us thereby' reflected 
Eustace, as his own words to the dead echoed back 
on his ear, 'to cast aside material help'— or, at all 
events, to triumph over its necessity. 
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CHAPTEB XXVnL 

Old Warningf— Red Tape Broken— The Artitf t Inspiiitioii^ 
Beatrice Wrong in her Policy, bat Rig^t in her Prophecy — ^The 
Coalition Ministry. 

But the recluse had warned Eustace Neville of 
women. If standing aloof from especial preach^, 
parliament-man, or patriot, was it, now that he had 
returned to England, so easy to wean himself from 
Beatrice? She, had hovered over him in distant 
lands, her form had, according to the vision of the 
loving, imaginative Amy, floated to him across the 
ocean, her voice in his heart had been more potent 
than any of the many new tones of nature which 
had been heard by him during his exile. The spice- 
laden breeze had not enervated him, the whirl- 
wind had not daunted him, and welcome to his idea- 
lizing nature had been the ripple of the blue waves, 
or the awful thunder of surging ocean^s tremendous 
billows. But now — let prejudice point at him as it 
might, let the convention of a certain class condemn 
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him as it must do— let humility hem him in^ as it 
reallj did^ and self-abnegation assure him of his 
folly, much more efifectively than the outcry of a 
thousand tongues, was it possible that he should be 
in the frequent society of the real, of which (unlike 
ninety-nine cases out of a hundred) his ideal was but 
the reflection, and that he should fail to feel its force 
against his own happiness ? 

Another source of uneasiness arose to him. His 
official position was untenable to liis conscience. 
Circumstances arose which Beatrice Lester could not 
possibly foresee ; and, despite all her care and trouble 
in securing the berth for hiiri, she was the first to 
agree in what the world would have deemed the ec- 
centric expedient of resigning it. But this involved 
her in a difficult position. How could she, who had 
challenged his return to this country, defend him, with 
delicacy, from a recurrence of the want which had 
helped to drive him from it ! But he had never ceased 
to remember that he was an artist, and the son of an 
artist, and again he set up his easel. Then, he 
began to paint as he had never done before. His 
canvas glowed with the tints of which few in his pro- 
fession here knew from actual experience ; but every 
one who beheld felt, and acknowledged that it was 
nature; nature graceful, gorgeous and unprece- 
dented, but still nature which they saw; nature 
which hailed them from the misty mountain top, 

^ 8 
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from the deep shade of tropical trees^ prodaiming 
herself from the wondrous skies, and breathing 
through the floating atmosphere. Though ignoringi 

of course, such wicked words as Dr* M , that 

barbarous Bermondsey doctor, had used when wel- 
coming the wanderer home, the polite public began 
to perceive that " Wherever the deuce this artist- 
man had been, he had caught the inspiration/' So 
Beatrice Lester failed for once in her policy, but was 
true in her prophecy. But how far did she herself 
help to verify her own prediction? She did not 
know ; but alas ! the painter did too well for his own 
peace. 

Here he was, a brave-hearted man, unscathed by 
corruption, untainted by vice, who had known dis- 
appointment and disgust in their turn ; who had 
mourned for those beloved, as son, brother, friend ; 
who had been familiar with poverty, and become 
accustomed to starvation ; but whose lips were un- 
sullied by a lie, and his hands clean from the soil of 
selfishness. His strength had been impaired by want 
and woe, but it was always sufficient for carrying on a 
great and good work at home or abroad. He had 
met, in his time, with contumely and insult ; but he 
stood up proud, and unabashed before all the world. 
He had seen wonderful things in many lands, and on 
the great deep also, but in the signs and marvellous 
things of this created earth, he behdd man's domi- 
nion lees, than his '' sonship under God/' 
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He was very independent in his clear but com- 
plex nature, yet marvellously meek withal. And so, 
he did not attribute the success which, at last, seemed 
dawning on hi^u, to his own talent, perseverance, or 
experience ; mtich less to the luminous assistance of 
a faithful and honest heart kept pure through diffi-^ 
culties ; (and let no poet or painter despise such, for 
at their peril do they become corrupt at the core) 
butj while others began to rant and rave as to what 
he had seen, the genius sighed, and remembered 
what he had felt, and was feeling — his love for a 
woman. So, unconsciously, Beatrice Lester was 
fated to work out her prophecy. 



But a change was at hand for her, for him, and 
for their country. The Coalition Ministry had 
come in. Beatrice had her wish fulfilled as to the 
impartial employment of ''all the talents,'^ and 
found, with pleasure, that her friend Sir William 
Mornington was really at last ''in harness,*' with 
one at least, respected and beloved among the 
Puseyites. Philosopher and Puseyite, politicians 
and perplexing parties, how would they all pull 
together ? 

It was a great problem. Was there honesty of 
purpose enough to leaven and mould the lump? 
Self-seeking is always seditious; what if it should 
spring a mine in this ministerial Utopia ? Yet there 
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it was, sore enough; a great and significant fact, 
that Coalition Cabinet, the Council of a gracious and 
good woman. 

At all events, it was as likely to do as well, or 
better, than that which had preceded it, of which 
Administration, it is well known that * Intel- 
lect without Faith' was paramount, though not 
Premier. But great difficulties were about to come 
from without. However cohesive a country's com* 
mon weal might render elements seemingly an* 
tagonistic, the Cabinet could scarcely be fore-armed 
against multitudinous embarrassments of which it was 
not fore-warned. Coming events soon began to 
cast long and portentous shadows; but, as those 
events involved the personages of this history, I 
must not anticipate them. Bather let the part of 
the individual be played out in its appropriate time 
and place. 
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CHAPTER XXrS. 

Impassable Gulf— Patron of Art and his Wife — ^Artist's advice to 
the Connoisseur— ^Gossip — Dark night— Social Success, and 
some of its Secrets—Ordination of Pastor Hobbs. 

Akd so the Coalition Administration was in^ and 
an honest man had achieved a success. One seems 
very small to the other^ certainly ; but let it be 
remembered that if this honest man had not burst 
the bonds of of&cial routine^ as was the case^ he 
might have had honour forced upon him, but never 
would have achieved it. Now, quaintly and curiously 
looking, for once in a way, on honour as proceeding 
from honesty, and somehow synonymous with merit, 
I donH think this young man is a bad example of 
what may be done by the youth of meny England, if 
true to itself. 

And it must not be supposed for a moment, by any, 
young or old, that the least sense of degradation in 
the drudgery of professional life, was the impediment 
which stood in the way of his love* No, he was 
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never so proud as when she^ so greats and rich^ so 
beautiful and clever, stood at some rare moment 
beside his easel. He would not have felt one whit 
nearer to her on the height of an official ttdol, nor 
drawn closer to her by any quantity of red tape. 
He gloried in his calling, and revelled in its 
independence. What then was it that caused the 
gulf between them to become wider and deeper than 
ever? He would have leaped into its black depths, 
like the hero of old, to have closed it; he would 
have perished in the chasm at her feet, if permitted 
thereby to manifest his devotion; but it was she who 
{»eclnded all possibility of his advancing one step 
towards her, on his aide the cloveti giround. 

Most gentle, kind, and courteous^, was Beatrioer 
Lester to him, as to all with whom she came is 
contact, but, in this particular case, her affability 
only intensified the unapproachable atmosphere in 
which she dwelt. Fenced about by some invisible 
but certain barrier, guarded by some peculiar power, 
instinctively but intangibly the artist knew that the 
distance between Inm and the object of his love and 
veneration, waa ever increasing, and more surely 
impassable. 

But he waa not alone ; Amy, his sister*fidend Iras 
often with hirny and, during her absence, he found 
himself aurronhded by a thocoand feminine proofs of 
her. wiUMol care. Jimj was* again his pupil. It 
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was true her ' inspiration had returned/ though not 
her poverty. The kind heart which had foretold the 
one, secured her from every approach of the other. 

Nominally the companion of Miss Lester, Amy 
knew, for the first time in her life, how a joyous 
spirit could expand its wings in a refined leisure* 
When she beheld her patroness and her master 
together, she wondered secretly how she ever could 
have believed them one. Every word, every action, 
every fact in their lives, seetned to proclaim them 
twain. '' I must have been very ill,'^ she thought, 
" to have suflfered so much from such fancies,*^ and 
thus, even at last, her conscience was quieted, while^ 
daily, she grew more outwardly and exquisitely 
lovely. 

Eustace Neville could not be blind to this fact, 
although it was strangely long ere his keen sense 
of the beautiful recognized it in the form so often 
presented to his view. Everybody who came to 
his studio perceived it before he was roused to a 
just appreciation. 

Many turned from the works of high art, high 
bedause truthfol, which began to multiply around 
him, to gaze at the fair girl as, wrapped in a loos^ 
flowing garment, she sat abskactedly studying in the 
midst. 

Her dazzling complexion, her long golden hair, hat 
^ost transparent haind which knew so well how to 
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guide the pencil^ her large, soft, blae eyes, now 
sparkling with animation, then veiled with some 
deep but delicious sentiment, rested long on the 
minds and memory of some who had visited the 
rising artist ; rather too long for the peace of a few 
of his own sex* 

But when society began to court him, when 
drawing-rooms were thrown open to him, and dow- 
agers viewed him as some new plant or animal 
through their patronizing glasses, the beautiful girl 
whom some men had dared to mention, was not at 
his side. But the bright and happy Amy Lyle no 
longer shunned that same society. 

On the contrary ; suddenly, like a new star, under 
the powerful protection of Beatrice Lester, and the 
lofty patronage of the Duchess of Ayrton, she ap« 
peared in the hemisphere. 

But Amy was quick to observe the signs of the 
spirif s struggles, though she was far from suspecting 
their cause. Formerly, the absent mind, the listless 
eye, and other indications of mental or physical 
malady, might have been referred to a love, the very 
suspicion of which had well nigh maddened her when 
Eustace was far away from its object; but, that 
phase was passed, for a positive contact with the real 
had unbound the imagination of this mystic girl from 
its fetters. A matter-of-fact stranger would have better 
understood the true nature of the case than she did ; 
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but^ with her life and soul irradiated bj the great joj 
of her beloved one's presence; living, breathing, 
happy, in feeling him near, she looked back on the 
past and its fancies as a lurid dream of the night, 
peopled with hideous spectres. 

Nevertheless, she was not too dazzled to be blind 
to the fact that all was not well with Eustace ; but, 
attributing it to illness, she was only the more eager 
to avail herself of every opportunity to study, as of 
old, by his side, as an excuse to cheer and tend him. 
One day, when at his studio, she ventured very 
timidly to hint her suspicion that he was suffering 
from civilized seclusion after the free life of other 
latitudes. 

'^No, dear Amy/' he answered, while stooping 
over his easel, '' I think I better appreciate the scenes 
and images of those bright climes, when re-pro- 
ducing them (alas 1 how faintly !) here in St. James's 
Street, than when I actually beheld them." 

He always spoke very simply when he addressed 
her; perhaps from the same brother-like feeling 
which led him to add— while he was, at the same 
time, criticizing her work by a few eloquent and cor- 
rective touches. 

** But then and there, you know, I had nobody 
near me, as now, to double every pleasure by sym* 
pathy." 

Her heart bounded, while she blushingly answered 
in a low tremulous tone. 
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" And would, that by such sympathy, every sorrow 
pr pain could be lightened 1'^ 
' A gentle and tender smile softened his fine features, 
jirhile, in a strangely husky voice, he replied : 

*'Your wish is granted. Amy. Your— your-^ 
friendship is one of the best and sweetest things I 
have ever known, and — '* 

^-But suddenly stopping short, he turned back to 
his own comer of the room, which he had quitted to 
superintend her work. 

" Friendship V^ Blessed word in its full accepta- 
tion, but, alas I what a miserable cold weight, on the 
heart of poor Amy ! 

Silently, she pursued her studies, and her cheek 
was paler. But the subsequent stillness of the toom, 
a stillness harmonizing with its subdued and solemn 
light, and with the many forms of sculptured grace 
around, was broken by the entrance of a lady and 

gentleman— Mr. and Mrs. , the husband and 

wife, the Harry and Mary, who had talked together 
beyond midnight at the Eichmond Villa some timb 
ago. The wife was paler and thinner thto before, 
but elegantly dressed. Her eyes roamed restlessly 
round the apartment, but with a different expression 
td that of her husband, who seemed to have gained 
admission there with the view of enlarging his 
notoriously fine collection of pictures, by some of the 
works of the new and celebrated artist whom all the 
world was mad after 1 
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Bat there was something in the manner of Eustace 
Neville, that stopped the tide of praise with which 
this would'be patron strove to varnish one of hiB 
pictures ; one which had been exhibited, and, though 
hung in a bad light, had gained fashionable notoriety. 
And not only did the manner of the artist repel 
this laudation— but also his tongue; for, said he, in 
k quifet tone : 

" My dear Sir, the picture you mention I con- 
sider as somewhat inferior to another of mine which 
you bought at a very reduced price some years ago. 
It is true that the painter is not always the best 
judge of his own works, but still I have faith in 
the inspiration which produced that now hanging in 
your gallery.'' 

"And that — *' asked the virtuoso. "And that? 
I don't mean the picture, for, believe me, I value it 
too much, to be ignorant of its name or nature— but 
the inspiration was ?" 

"Poverty;" answered the artist, turning round 
suddenly towards the visitor. 

"Ah?" asked he, "is it possible that your faith 
is so strong in thatF'' and a strange smile flitted 
across his face. 

"Yes, poverty was my best master," replied 
Eustace, fixing his searching eyes upon the cold 
but complicated face before him— the face of the rich 
man. " It was my best master," he slowly said, 
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''for it brought me nearer to Tmtb. Such a life as 
I now lead among jou^ would have filled my canvas 
with nothing but gaudj show^ or mountebank imita- 
tion/' 

" But the Tropics ?*' suggested the other, " surely, 
as these walls attest, you are indebted to them ?*' 

''Merely,*^ he replied, "as affording me the ve* 
hide by which I could best convey that which had 
gone before, to the perception of others/' 

"And those antecedents?'* 

" Were certainly not in St, James's or Belgravia," 
continued the great painter; "say, rather," he 
added, with a somewhat bitter smile, "that they 
were found in a very humble lodging in Bermond- 
sey/' 

The questioner coughed, began to speak, stopped, 
and at last said, with great superciliousness : 

'^ Well, for my part, I have hitherto believed that 
the uses of poverty were but the spasms of the poet. 
Sacred though it may be, in some respects, I have 
always believed it damaging to high art/' 

"Only because 'high art,' being delicate and 
sensitive, cannot force its way through a brick wall ; 
its damage is the deficit of money appreciation," 
responded Eustace, sarcastically. " But if you will 
only delay the purchase of one of my pictures here, 
you shall be the gainer, by judging of it by corn- 
parison with others to which I will introduce you— 
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the works of starving, anxious honesty, and genius 
unappreciated-— of those who are sinking beneath the 
weight of a banner on which 'Excelsior' only is 
inscribed. 

'^Permit/' he continued, "the artistic perception 
for which you are famed to have fair play. Do not 
circumscribe its research. Then you would find 
that the garret may admit the best light for the 
painter, as being nearest to Heaven; you would 
find that, as the flesh wastes, the spirit strengthens, 
ere winging its flight to the place where types and 
shadows are no longer needed/' 

"Well, perhaps I may take your advice, some 
day,'* replied the guest, in a very awkward tone; 
" but, in the meantime, permit me to look at what 
you have here ;'' and, with the air of a connoisseur, 
he went the round of the walls; but,^ as he ap- 
proached the spot where his wife was standing, 
talking in a low tone to Amy, he could not but 
notice that they became suddenly silent. 

''What was she saying?'' asked Eustace, after 

Mr. and Mrs. O had departed. "I confess to 

no very kindly feeling for that man," Eustace went 
on to say. " I pity the wife, because I doubt the 
sincerity of hpr husband; for— although treasonable 
to the world's fiat to say so— I believe him to be but 
a type of its hollow success.'' 

^ H( ^ ♦ 

And here it may be as well at once to state, as 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



286 THE SISTER 

HaiTy and Mary have moved away to mix with 
the outsiders of this history, that the conjecture 
of Eustace Neville about *^ that man '' was correct. 
Such a conjecture was but the feeble reflection of 
an intuitive but ever-burning conviction in the anxious 
heart of that man's wife. In the midst of a pros- 
perity pampered by the world, how many women, 
wives of fortunate speculators, act their gaudy part 
in heart-sick fear and trembling, conscious of the 
pitfalls beneath the treacherous boards on which 
they move and seem to have their being. 

But poor anxious Mary was a type of something 
even worse than this. Ignominy of the blackest 
sort was closing round her and her beloved one. 
Happy that the sacred, because primitive, sorrow of 
earlier years— the loss of her only child — cut ofiP the 
entail of a disgrace contracted in the slavery of arti- 
ficial life j but the eventual notoriety of a systematic 
fraud on a public company— asleep on the oars of ii» 
success — which subjected Harry to the penalty of 
the law — to a sentence pronounced over him by th6se 
who had applauded the just uses of his wealth, and 
feasted at his board— relieved the state of agonizing 
tension in which his Mary had lived so long. 

It was a dark and terrible night, but to one 
weary watcher there was the glimmer of a better 
dawn; the morning star of hope arose in her heart, 
that her prayer would at last be granted — the 
prayer for poverty — never mind in what land^it3 
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privations might be endured, the further the better 
from these latitudes of the North, where, if men fall 
not down to worship the great image of Gold, which 
is set up by the despot, they have too often to pass 
through the fiery furnace of all scorn and contumely. 
Was Harry, therefore, so mucli to blame as the 
tyranny to which, as he avowed at Eichmond, he had 
sworn obedience ? 

* * * * 

" You do not like him ?" said Amy. " Well, the 
few words uttered by his wife unconsciously pro- 
claimed unhappiness. Society would find more 
difficulty than you do in divining its cause— doubt 
of the man she loves/' 

" But she has never hinted this to you ?'' he asked, 
his interest in the subject beginning to wane. 

" Oh no ! but some cause of grief was betrayed 
to-day/' (how clear-sighted experience had made Amy 
in some things !) '^by— by— her exquisite apprecia« 
tion of kindness and sympathy/' 

"Whose?" 

" Beatrice Lester's/' 

Eustace was silent. He suddenly seemed engrossed 
by a vain attempt to remedy some supposed defect in 
the light from the window. But, when turning 
again to his easel, the new ray emitted therefrom was 
decidedly unfavourable to the painter's countenance • 
for he was very pale. 
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*' Where did she meet her— Bea— Miss Lester, I 
mean P'' he presently asked, in a low tone, 

*' Oh ! they were staying together at the same 
house at Sichmond, during your absence from 
England/' answered Amy, and then went on with : 
** It was about the time of that strange rumour 
concerning Major Percival/' 

''Strange rumour I Major Percival! What do 
you mean, Amy ?'' exclaimed Mr. Neville. A sharp 
pang shot through his heart, and he sprang to his 
feet under the vibration of the one chord to which 
his whole nature was responsive. But his back was 
towards his companion. Unconsciously, he had placed 
himself before a statue of Psyche at the other end of 
the room. If Amy could but have seen his face ! 

In happy ignorance she proceeded : 

''Oh! it was said at one time that,'' (but the 
sudden recollection of her own feelings in connection 
with what was said at that ' one time,' almost over- 
powered and prevented her continuance), " it was 
said that Beatrice— I mean Miss Lester— was going 
to be married." 

" To whom ?" asked a voice ; but the girl's own 
excitement drowned the sense of its hoUowness. 

"To— to Major Percival. I do not know— I 
never saw him but— but— " 

"Who told you?" 

The question did not help to soothe the excitement 
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which Amy had conjured up for herself; but she 
was obliged to answer. 

"Who told me? Why a woman, the — the— 
grand-daughter of an old servant belonging to the 
Castle — he who lives in the cottage by the dark 
river/' 

A vision arose to the artist of himself struggling 
with death against the current of that dark river, and 
of the young Beatrice lying lifeless before him in the 
old man's home. But he asked : 

" And you believed the rumour ?'' 

'' Ye-es— but not now.'' 

"Where is the woman. Amy ?" 

" I do not know." 

" And he— he ? Major Percival I mean ?" 

" Has left England," she answered. " At least, 
so I heard Captain Villars say." 

Amy was gradually recovering herself; and the 
voice of Eustace, when he next spoke, was calm as if 
to defy her scrutiny. And verily the anguish within 
him was beyond any human ken. 

Oh, for "the wanting half of his severed entity;" 
for " the true echo of his soul's eternal sigh !" 
Again he looked upwards unconsciously at the 
Psyche, which the waning light of day, while it 
helped to hide his countenance, threw into relief 
from out the dark background, in all the exquisite 
purity of chiselled perfection. 

VOL. n. o 
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At last^ Eustace turned quietly towards Amy with 
the awful composure of intense excitement. 

'' It is the hour for you to go hwne/' he said, '' a 
servant awaits you.'' Then he helped to adjust the 
cloak in whidi she proceeded to envelop herself. 

Thus, are we all the slaves of small circumstances 
and minute observances. What great emotion, what 
^och of our Uvea is firee fir<Hn minutisB? But there 
is something very terrible to the looker-on in this 
mechanical obedience of a broken heart, this conven- 
tional compliance of a sorrow-stricken spirit. 

How unconscious was Amy Lyle of the throbbing 
agony by her side I How little did she conjecture 
the wildly beating pulses of the hand which -quietly 
held hers in farewell. 

''But I thought you had heard, Eustace,*' she 
continued, " I had imagined that the Major's name 
must have been familiar to you ; for, strange to say, 
he formerly lived in these very apartments/' 

The artist did not answer; but his lips lightly 
touched the blushing brow of his young companion. 
He did not heed the blush, which rose beneath his 
mute adieu. 

The twilight gathered, deepened, darkened, around 
the classic forms of that celebrated studio. The re- 
verberation of the carriages penetrated its recesses, of 
carriages carrying freights of beauty, gaiety, or 
vanity to scenes in which the name and fame of its 
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solitary living occupant would be mentioned ; but he 
was deaf to all sounds from the outer world— ab- 
stracted during the intensely black hours of that 
night— the blackness of a brave heart's despair— 
from all comprehension of life apart from love. 

Simply^ but elegantly dressed^ and careless of at- 
tracting the attention of any but one^ Amy became a 
sort of fashion. Kqued by her indifference, the men 
crowded round her, and the women were delighted 
with anything to divert the general current of admi- 
ration from the former source of terror and envy— 
Beatrice Lester. Every circumstance conspired to 
flatter the young favourite. 

Eomantic stories were circulated as to her birth, 
parentage and education, the smallest ingredient of 
which was their veracity; but in this as in most 
cases of the world's nine days' wonder, the game at 
' Follow my leader,' was played around and about 
her. Chance often settles the question of some social 
appreciation, be it of book, beauty or bore ; the de- 
cree is delivered, the image is set up, and down falls 
everybody to worship it, because it is the fashion te 
do so. Happy when the mandate is really of merit; 
but any who know the ^ wheels within wheels' of the 
complicated social machine, its screws of self-inte« 
rest, its spokes of favour irradiating from the unseen 
nucleus of its centre, and the oil of success, (never 
mind whether bought, borrowed or stolen) essential 

o 2 
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to its smooth working; any one who knows 
something of all this^ can only wonder that the 
world^s honour is so often dae ' to the merits of its 
wearer/ But what does 'the small bigotry of a mo- 
nopolizing whim' shut out ? The world is not only 
answerable for its spites but its caprices. Caprices of 
class, caprices of party ; snares which have entangled 
the feet of many ; .... a web into which many a per- 
plexed principle has been tumbled, and on its knees 
yielded up all glory to a conquering creed. 

Now, in this case, the beauty was really a beauty, 
and the artist a genius. But, if the former were too 
unsophisticated and happy to count up the cost of her 
success, the latter often did so. He remembered 
how many painters must be perishing, as he once 
wfis, for want of due appreciation. 

He remembered how many authors must be starv- 
ing, as he once was, because they have no means of 
rendering articulate the poem of a breaking heart. 
His own faculties had been baptized not only at the^ 
' Tount of Beaut/ but in the bitter waters of suflFer- 
ing, and he knew how to estimate the sacred mys- 
tery of the latter on 'Artist and Keformer, Poet and 
Martyr, Prophet and Philosopher, Saint and Sage.' 
Looking upon himself, therefore, though changed 
externally, as still bound up in the unity of a brother- 
hood, which is linked together in this Sacrament of 
Sorrow, he thought very lightly of the success which 
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the social whim at length chose to award him, but 
he gloried in the power it unwittingly gave him of 
floating the gold (types of that success) into other 
and unsuspected channds. 

Many a craft, freighted by brotherly beneficence 
and good-will, now found its way to the feet of 
genius, on some other social shore, sitting solitary 
beneath the storm. 

Many a despairing heart was raised and cheered 
by an unknown hand and voice; but if the money 
which, as if by magic, ministered to the wants of the 
loved and little ones in sordid homes, could have told 
its tale — ^ye powers of London ! — what changes and 
chances of human life it would have rung upon be- 
tween Bermondsey and Belgravia { 



And the fellow-traveller, the pastor of Ktcaim j 
he had long since returned to his faithful flock in the 
Pacific, after being ordained in Fulham Church, 
Who best remembers this stranger? By whom is 
the hand of holy fellowship extended to him most 
surely across the world, and from what quarter 
comes the voice which echoes, brother ? Does the 
memory of him penetrate the luxurious retreat of six 
thousand a-year ? Very likely. Who can tell? What, 
after all, do we know of another— even of the heart 
which has throbbed against yours, or the head reposing 
on the same pillow ? Everything, be it hoped. But 
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to return to the time of this tale. The Pitcairn pastor 
had carried the loyalty of his wise but simple people 
to the feet of our gracious Queen. He had been 
ordained by the Bishop. He had been fSted by the 
Duke and Duchess of Northumberland ; he had 
honoured the homes of many English celebrities; 
while the enthusiasm he raised in the heart of the 
charming Duchess of Ayrton was enough to make 
her stolid spouse suppose that now^ as nothing could 
surprise him or the world after the accession of a 
Coalition Cabinet, she would be ready to renounce 
him and Belgravia, to live henceforth on the rocky 
heights of Pitcairn. 

But the pastor did not want to meddle with this 
metropolis, or to win the road to notoriety through 
its notabilities. He did not want converts or coun- 
tesses, duchesses or the daylight of any reflected but 
unrefreshing honours. All he cared for was to get 
back to his appointed place and people^ and do his 
duty in that state of life to which he had been so 
singularly called. Ah ! Only think if this anxiety 
were universal I Only think if each man were only 
true to himself, his station, and his vocation ! 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

Good or Bad Luck — The Individual's " Atonement " — Uprooted, 
but Alive. 

Good or ill fortune seldom betide a man alone. 
Not only does success beget success, but monej^ brings 
money^ and luck begets luck. It is easy to understand 
this rapid propagation in all these instances^ but more 
difficult to reason upon the frequent fact that trouble 
is permitted to blow its rough breezes upon a creature 
from all the different points of the compass at one 
and the same time. Does a certain mysterious passage 
in the opening scene of a very ancient Book throw 
any light on this ? K so, there is great hope ; for 
other records from the same Volume prove that, 
'though trouble endureth for a night, joy cometh in 
the morning.' 

But now, for the vice vers&. An essay on the 
time and tide of good fortune would be very 
much out of place here. Only, be it remarked, that 
sometimes the fickle goddess is so kind and profuse 
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in her gifts^ that she almost crushes her favonrites 
under the heap of her favours. The poor Eoman 
M'oman who asked for some of the * bracelets' on the 
arms of the soldiery was overpowered by the bucklers 
which were too liberally thrown down upon her, and 
she died beneath their weight. 

Eustace Neville was successful, and would have 
been rich if he had not chosen, as above explained, 
to keep himself otherwise. At all events, though 
his purse was but a sieve, the soul of this Christian 
man was satisfied. 

And so, Eustace Neville, once starving, no longer 
wanted money. But just at this unfrequent and 
very enviable juncture; his uncle (I caU him that 
because it is so tiresome to get tangled any 
further in genealogical twigs) in Australia, died, 
and left him an ample fortune. Now, here was a 
proof that independence influences for the good of 
the individual in the long run, 

Eustace Neville had never courted or caressed this 
official parental paragon ; on the contrary, he had 
run away from him and his colony with a Bishop 
who, as Beatrice Lester asserted, swam without his 
lawn sleeves across a gushing primeval stream. And 
here, in London, all of a sudden, he was haUed as his 
heir! 

Is it possible that the official had heard of this 
young connexion having conquered the world? Is 
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it possible that becaase its routine had included the 
artist in its choicest circle^ that therefore he^ the 
dying official^ felt bound by every bond of virtue to 
acknowledge and support its decree ? Very probably. 
There are many such machines who grind their own 
flesh, blood, and hones, until opinion opportunely 
steps to the rescaCj and then, — behold ! — drops the 
bahnly oil from natare's official hands to bind up t})e 
wounds, which had been only inflicted, forsooth, for 
the poor dear sutFerer's advantage ! If the man be 
without honour in the house of kith or kin, let others 
welcome hiro, and only see, what next and next ? 

Well — Eustace Neville looked at his sleek and 
accommodating banker's book and smiled, as he pro- 
fanely threw it down beside bis easel. If aomething 
like sarcasm lurked in that smile the social sinner 
must be forgiven, for again he thought of the unfore- 
seeu fate of hoarded wealth, and the golden sureties 
of success in the crafts and crucible of his Charity, 

And thus it is, all mercy be praised ! The miser 
can no more turn the tide of Truth^'s currency laws, 
than flattery could foil the approach of the inevitable 
waves to a monarch's feet on the sands. He may 
dam it up for an hour and a day, (a fiction of time 
from chaos to eternity,) but it is only that it may flow 
with a more sudden impulse when the harrier is re- 
moved. And as with money, so with Justice^ Mercy, 
and Peace, 

8 
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Bat alas I neither money nor fame conld help on 
the artist to the only place he aspired to on earth; 
and his heart began to be very sick. 

At last^ the hopelessness of his love forced itself 
upon him. He had never given utterance to it^ 
except that his whole life, his wonderful power in art, 
was its language. But he knew that to give it 
words, more than by the Truth and Nature which, 
passing through him, began to be eloquent to 
the understanding of the whole world, would 
separate him for ever from the medium of his 
inspiration and his destiny. But it is not in the 
heart of living man to endure this sort of suffering, 
and be silent when none are near to witness the 
throes of his secret aud gnawing agony. And so, 
at this time it was, that rich, courted, flattered, 
Eustace Neville drained the last drops of the bitter 
elixir vitse of the Individual. Oh, 'the tears, the 
torture,^ the life for the world, but the death to 
Self, by which the strength of one man is attained I 

A philosopher who talks of ' reconciliation between 
the soul and the universe,' speaks also of the atone- 
ment by which the all is harmonized with the 
Individuality, and the Individuality is harmonized 
with the all. Now self-sacrifice is comprehensible ; but 
let us not talk much nor expect much, but from one 
atonement; and that is not mortal. It is more 
precious to think of Beatrice Lester's ideal of true 
individuality as an inspiration, a ray from above. 
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But if such atonement be regarded, ah I who can 
rejoice in it at the time of its bitterness ? Not the 
loving heart, which tries to uproot its affection from 
a bleeding core. 

But the same author says, and perhaps more 
intelligibly and practicably to the many. 

" Let us aim by uninterrupted endeavour to reach 
.liat rare and exalted condition, when happiness will 
stream in upon us like light, like heat, like air, like 
all things natural, so identified with the very 
substance of our existence that we know not of its 
presence ; and not be, as now, a thing apart which 
we occasionally snatch too quickly, to lose amid the 
tumult of our sorrows/' 

Now, Eustace Neville wished not to sever his 
allegiance from Beatrice Lester, his pure Ideal— but 
he sought to burst the bonds of l^avery, which 
Pasfflion^ that fatal despot, was swathing round his 
soul. His struggle was for liberty, for spiritual 
freedom, without which he knew that he would be 
worse than dead, and the prey of every noisome 
creeping thing. The struggle was more bitter than 
that in the former years for bread. It was for life, 
in its widest, and truest meaning. 
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CHAPTER XXXn. 

November — Club Gossips — The Artist and his Nurse — A 
Summons — Bedlam and Bethlehem. 

It was a dull, dreary November day. The fog 
had given place to the rain, and down it; came on the 
heads of London^s ever-bnsy throng, causing some to 
button themselves up in every conceivable form of 
great coat, and others to hail any public vehicle 
which passed them. The street sweepers stood, 
drenched and shivering on their unavailing brooms. 
Every cab-stand was empty, every omnibus was fall. 
Gas early lighted in some of the shops tried to 
dissipate the gloom, and this somewhat successfully 
in those where ladies sat, in no hurry to be gone, 
making ornamental purchases. Coachmen might 
drip from each of their dozen capes, while com- 
petition was doing its best in the hands of 'nice 
young men,^ to administer to Vanity Fair. 

Poor workwomen were hurrying home across the 
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muddy streets, if they were fortunate enough to get 
away early, and behind many a fine show-room 
others were seated, mechanically pursuing their toil; 
the dampness of the atmosphere having increased the 
moody depression which a cramped position, incessant 
labour on perishable garments, weak eyes, and con- 
sumptive lungs, might cause. A stray policeman, 
here and there, strolled slowly on in shiny hat and 
and cape, ruminating in his routine. 

A few loungers— more indeed than might be sup- 
posed to muster at that dreary time of year— looked 
out from the Club windows. An exclamation 
escaped one of these, as the carriage of Beatrice 
Lester drove up to the door of a house in St. 
James's Street. 

" Why, there she is by Jupiter ! What can she 
have gone there for ?'' 

" Don't know, Fm sure,'' said^ a light, lazy 
youth, pulling his thin moustache. '* She does 
such funny things, and all that you know. Don't 
she?" 

Not heeding his treble voice, the first speaker 
resumed, addressing himself this time to an aged 
dandelion, who was fearing the effect of the wet on 
his whiskers, and et cetera. 

'* Let's see. Who lives there now ? Percival 
used to have those lodgings, you know. Wonder 
what the d— I has become of him?" 
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^' Oh ! some artist-fellow hangs oat there now. 
So^ perhaps^ the lad/s gone to have her picture 
done/' 

*' No, she hasn't though/' squeaked the light 
young man^ who had been contemplating the smok- 
ing horses through his eye-glass^ which was still 
stuck in his eye. '' No^ she hasn't been doing any- 
thing of that sort of thing, you know^ for here she 
comes ; not long enough, you know/' 

And sure enough, the opposite door opened, and 
down went the carriage steps, the footman standing 
by them looking in a hurry to be home. 

"But, egad," exclaimed the got up old beau. 
" Egad, what a pretty girl she's got with her." 

" Oh I don't you know her? Gtolden hair, blue 
eyes, and all that sort of thing, you know— kind 
little creature — ^vary. Too thin — a leetle— you 
know — ^but sylphide, and all that sort of thing, you 
know/' 

Eustace Neville had been very ill, and Amy Lyle 
had nursed him. He was better now, but the morn- 
ings of his sister-friend were still spent in tending to 
him and his wants. 

Beatrice Lester had called to cany her home at 
the appointed hour, and found the artist still de- 
pressed in body and mind; but Amy hovering over 
him like a guardian and ministering spirit. When 
Miss Lester reached her own house, she was told 
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that a stranger awaited her. A respectable man^ in 
a sort of livery came forward to her in the hall. 
His manner was urgent^ whatever his message. The 
lady scarcely heard him out; she turned^ stopped 
the carriage^ which was about leaving the door^ and 
ordering the messenger to get on the box beside the 
coachman^ drove off rapidly to Bedlam ! 



The short and dreary day was fast declining as she 
crossed Westminster Bridge, but neither the old 
Abbey nor the modem Senate attracted her attention 
as she leaned back among the soft cushions, wrapt in 
some deep meditaticm. Every step of the way was 
familiar to her from Belgravia even into Bermondsey ; 
so she moralized not, perhaps, on its various places, 
because the transpontine-scene was nothing new to 
her. 

At last, the carriage drew up before the great iron 
gates of the Hospital. They were opened by the 
porter at the lodge, and Beatrice Lester, letting down 
the window, looked out, from her luxurious retreat 
on a lawn, with a few trees and flowers drooping 
beneath the heavy rain; and, gazing before her, 
beheld the vast brick building, with its lines and 
lines of dreary windows, and lofty portico, beneath 
the dome, in the centre. She shivered, as, having 
alighted, she ascended the broad steps, and found 
herself in a spacious hall, with a large, black. 
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recumbent figure on either hand. Here, a man 
came forward to inquire her business ; and, having 
requested to see the Physician Superintendent, she 
was ushered into a long room, with chairs against 
the wall; a table, looking like a council table, in the 
centre, and some rules and regulations hung over the 
mantel-piece. Beatrice did not seat herself, but 
looked round with eyes of that peculiar lustre, which 
has always a sign, with her, of great but controlled 
excitement. How strangely, at such moments, are 
the most minute things observed ! A shadow on the 
wall, the pattern of a paper, the form of a book ! 
The minutiae of highly strong nerves. Thus, are the 
largest and smallest links of life's chain indissoluble, 
inseparable. Presently her conductor returned, and 
she was marshalled to another apartment. Here, 
there was an air of comfort, business, and thought. 
A book-case, a writing table, and some fiew volumes 
scattered upon it. Abstractedly and instinctively, for 
she was still alone. Miss Lester took up one of these. 
It was upon the "Influence of Woman on our 
social Eelations.'' 

"But fatal,'' murmured she, "when used as the 
tool of bad men." 

The physician now entered, a young, but bene- 
volent and intelligent-looking man. He advanced 
towards Beatrice as, though personally unknown to 
her, paying tribute to one with whose deeds he was 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



OP CHABITT. 305 

familiar. His eye, conversant with every expression 
of the human face as index to the mind, instantly 
detected the struggle for calmness which lay beneath 
those pale but perfect lineaments; and, without 
awaiting any question, he relieved her anxiety by 
saying, in a low, kind voice : 

'' Still alive, and composedly sleeping/^ 

Beatrice thought of the old man^s words in the 
cottage by the dark river— he, whose only eloquence 
was borrowed from the Bible : *' She is not dead, 
but sleepeth/' 

She sighed, as if greatly relieved. For a moment, 
there was a pause ; and then the physician proposed 
to show her over some of the wards of the Hospital, 
adding : 

''You have known more than one. Miss Lester, 
who have been beneath this roof.^' 

She tried to smile, and answered : 

'' Something, too, of the merits of your sys- 
tem.*' 

Then, passing from the room, she found herself 
again in the large hall ; but, turning out of this, the 
physician led her up a broad stone staircase, on 
which their footsteps echoed rather strangely to the 
excited ear of the visitor. Her heart beat. Bed- 
lam ! That word of scorn and scourges, terror and 
dismay. What visions of clanking chains, of writh- 
ing agony, of suffering under the fiercest and most 
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outraged form^ does it still call up iu the minds of 
many I But Bethlehem^what sajsthatP Does it 
not breathe of a mother's love and care— of wisdom 
coming from afar to worship the n^y-born— of 
shepherds leaving their flocks by night, responsive 
to an angeFs call^ with Heaven's song ringing in 
their ears and hearts : 

<' Glory to God in the highest, and on Earth, peace and good- 
will towards men," 

A landing reached, the physician stepped to a 
door on the right, and quietly turning a key in the 
lock, Beatrice found h^^lf, with a sudden sense of 
surprise and joy, in a long gallery as unlike the 
ward of a mad-house as possible. Tables and chairs, 
placed in commodious positions, at proper distances, 
seemed to invite repose, conversation, or occupa- 
tion. The air was sweet and balmy ; fire-places at 
intervab, opposite the long row of windows, im- 
parted a sense of English home and comfort to the 
scene ; a matting, thick enough to deaden the sound 
of footsteps, was laid down the centre; flowers^ in 
pretty baskets, were gracefolly hung in the windows^ 
similar to those in the Crystal Palace, and a large 
stand of plants, at the upper end of the long and 
lofty corridor, thriving and flourishing, completed 
the charm. Not an object but was pleasant to look 
upon, not a sound but was soothing. To the right 
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of this ward were d<x»rs^ at eyen distance from each 
other^ and some of these were open, showing small, 
bat exquisitely clean and pleasant dormitories, far<« 
nished simply enough, but with all things necessary 
to refreshing rest. 

Passing through an aperture in the wall on the 
left, Beatrice found herself in the presence of some 
fifty of the female patients. There they sat, quietly 
and composedly, taking their tea. Their dress, neat 
and simple, was not of any liven/. Everything 
seemed studiously avoided to spare the humiliating 
remembrance of their condition. Some there were 
among that group, v^ young ; alas ! from whence 
bad come the mysterious blight on them P Others, 
more advanced in life— countenances varying from 
the painful form of deep and morbid melancholy, to 
the fantastic expression of a fancied gaiety ; but, oh ! 
blessed fact I all were quiet, composed, and perfectly 
unrestrained. 

The visitor was so overcome with conflicting emo- 
tions, that she could scarcely speak, but accustomed 
to self-control, she presently said as she gently 
moved away by the side of the man whom in her 
heart, she hailed as '* friend and brother,^' 

'' I suppose Love and Beligion have brought most 
of those here V 

" Many,^^ he answered, and then he quickly added, 
" but not real religion, only its name.'' 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 




308 THE SISTER 

No sooner had Beatrice uttered the words than 
her heart and conscience smote her. She needed not 
the rebuke. Her expression had been but a bubble 
from the excitement of intense sympathy. 

" Ah no V' she answered. " I cordially agree with 
you. True religion would be the rescue from such 
affliction; but fanaticism T' 

And the words of a French author came floating 
through her mind ' ce n'est pas la bonne politique.^ 
Let statesmen and sectarians look to it. She had no 
time just then, to digest the subject, for onward she 
was led to the music room ! 

Of music and dancing she was told the inhabitants 
of this place were very fond ; and surely, here was 
everything that could conduce to the beneficial and 
innocent enjoyment of either. Around this spa- 
cious, but pleasant apartment, were sculptured 
forms of harmonious beauty. Chaste, pure, ele- 
gant, a perfect education to the mind. New sug- 
gestions to the heart scathed and sorrow-scared. 
What a contrast to the brutality by which it had been 
trampled on outside this refuge for the destitute ! 
Among these forms was the bust of a little child; its 
joy and innocence, its ignorance of all evil were so elo- 
quent ! Sweet happy child ! What must we all become 
to be worthy the place where sorrow, the fruit of 
siQ, shall never never enter ? 

"But Ellen Ealph is disturbed by that bust,'' said 
the physician. 
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The kdy shuddered. By a flash of memory the 
place receded — the scene changed;— there lay the 
dead boy with his hollow eyes raised, undazzled, to 
the sun — there sat, the white-haired grandfather— 
there they lay, peaceful, cahn .... the very aged and 
the very young in their last, long rest. 

It had needed the influence of Miss Lester to open 
the doors of this asylum for that unfortunate woman. 
The doctor continued talking. 

*' We have so many here who have been governesses 
and such like, so many who have endeavoured to secure 
an honest livelihood by their talents, but in vain.'' 

This was the very class in which the visitor had 
felt the keenest interest, and towards which her 
powers had ever been most beneficially extended. 
She knew its painful suspectibility, its dreadful 
struggle, its physical impossibility for hard labour, 
its burning shame of beggary. She knew its fierce 
temptations; also, when one from that suffering 
sisterhood is successful in obtaining employment, how 
purse-pride crushes the powers she hires out for 
bread, and vulgarity but too often tramples her 
under foot. " And yet,'' thought she, with a sigh, 
''the difficulties which even lately have arisen in 
affording assistance to the weak and dependent by sex 
and nature ! How have sectarianism and prejudice 
risen up against that magnanimous woman, herself a 
wife and mother, who coming over here from the 
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other end of the world to entreat co-operation in her 
benevolent and mighty work^ has been looked on 
with cold suspicion! But^ notwithstanding — her 
hand and heart have not faltered^ and the excellence 
of her system^ a system springing from a centrality 
of Christian Unity, around which party prejadiceS 
are but dark spots, shall irradiate and prevail V* 

They now stood in the male ward. 

Again the flowers imparting a fragrant grace, 
again the ease, comfort, and well-ventilated atmos- 
phere, as on the other side; but the first sound 
which struck on the ear of the visitor, was soft and 
low, like the cooing of doves. Looking round with 
surprise she then observed, that in each window 
seat, were cages and other arrangements for the 
healthy existence of birds, and various domesticated 
pets. They were all evidently well-kept, and an un- 
failing source of amusement to many of the patients. 
What an abounding lesson of merciful wisdom ! 
And not only so ! these tenements of life in a lower 
form than that of man, were tiseful as the most 
utilitarian hard-fact advocate could desire. 

''You perceive,'' said the physician, ''that they 
are sufficiently high to prevent the patients looking 
out from the windows, and so exposing themselves 
to danger. Eormerly, there were bars and blockades, 
but I think,'' he added modestly, " this is a better 
plan, and equally effective. 
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Yes, indeed I Far better to let in the sun and 
light on God's creatures, to cheer them by every 
means which their Father has placed within their 
reach, than to condemn them to a doom worse than 
death, a doom of darkness and despair, a dungeon 
for body and soul, into which no ray but of unholy 
fire could penetrate. 

"And again these statues and pictures P' ex- 
claimed Beatrice. '^ Surely this is the true Philosophy 
of the Beautiful.'' 

The doctor was, doubtless, gratified by her appre- 
ciation of his suggestion ; the lady guessed from whom 
had emanated these proofs of physiological intel- 
ligence, but he only murmured something in acknow- 
ledgment of '^Uberal co-operation,'' something in 
praise of Councils and Committees. Then came for- 
ward some to greet this physician as their friend. 
Troubled spirits were soothed by the sight of him ; 
hands were held out to grasp his, and longings were 
expressed by look or word, to unfold to him some 
chapter of mysterious inner life ; to seek his counsel. 
Oh 1 strange appalling malady, by which these men, 
so decently clothed, and decorous, were beset! 
Awful mystery under human form ! Shall angels or 
devils triumph over these souls, in which wages a 
contest more fierce than aught of earth f 

*' And now listen to the eloquent pleading of those 
works of art around those living, moving, human 
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forms. Listen how they whisper the unity of an 
eternal purpose, through all time and history, sacred 
and profane. Behold the great circle they describe. 
Contemplate the perfection of a chain reaching jBrom 
earth to Heaven, and electric in its influence, down 
to the lowest dregs of mortality. 

'' The Greek never doubted or hesitated, because 
he had simple materials to deal with ; the new ele- 
ments are more profound and impersonal, and, there- 
fore, more difficult to handle. At the same time, 
let us not forget the compensation we have obtained. 
Our age may leave no ruin of a Colosseum, but it 
will leave none because we attach a truer value to 
human /«/!?— because we have obtained a clearer 
sense of its worth, its purity, its infinite sacredness. 
We have been taught that it is the man we have to 
look to— that he himself, and nothing without him, 
is the end, and that the development of the nature 
and capacities of each individual is the aim of a 
genuine and honest civilization. The sculpture of 
the nineteenth century does not progress. Its 
greatest excellence is a reflection from the types 
of the ancient world. And why ? 

''There are noble elements in that reserve— that 
hesitation — that penitential weakness— which de- 
prive our arm of its nerve and precision ; it is our 
greater knowledge, our more subtle and various in- 
sight, that has taught us a fear and humility that 
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these intrepid Pagans never experienced, and could 
nol comprehend/' 

But, all truths partake of one common essence, 
and naturally coincide with each other! The 
Beautiful is but the reflection of the True. 

Beatrice Lester had time to meditate, not only 
on the different types of Truth, but of Misery. 

She was looking at one man, no longer young, 
who, seated beside a table, was lost in painful 
thought. His white head was. supported by his 
hand. What a vision of Sorrow's intense abstrac- 
tion ! 

'^ Ah V' said the Doctor, in a low voice, and with- 
out appearing to notice this elderly and respectable- 
looking man. Ah ! that is a sad case of melancholy 
madness/' 

'' May I ask from what cause ?" said Beatrice. 

" Oh 1 the old story. Losses in business, inability 
to meet the demands of his creditors, vain hopeless 
striving to keep an honest footing for himself and 
family/' 

Miss Lester again looked. Competition seemed to 
circle in dark letters round that bowed and humbled 
head. And again came the question to her heart, 
' Prom whence, for what, this new fact of gold in 
Australia ?' The earth shall not lose its balance ; 
not a sparrow falls thereon but our Father knowethit. 

Moving restlessly near this sorrowful abstraction 

VOL. II. p 
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was a person who, from his dress, appeared to be a 
clergyman. Beatrice asked not what had brought 
him here. Had a rich pluralist stood by her side, 
she might have probed him with the question. But 
for you, my reader, 1 bid you oidy to remember that 
man, ordained to carry good tidings, who, in the 
opening of this history slunk by night, wet and 
shabby, into the pawnbroker's shop in Bermondsey, 
there to pawn his watch I And now, here they were, 
side by side, the man pledged by a holy vow to 
cheer the afiOicted, and his lay brother of the brokcA- 
heart, unable to hold up his head ; for the heavy 
hand of Grief was upon him. But Woe — Woe I 

His power was gone to bind up the wounds ; his 
skill was negatived by a terrible decree of pouring 
into them the heavenly balm. He was anointed but 
annulled. 

And then Beatrice reflected how 'the love of 
money is the root of all evil,' and silently her heart 
thrilled with the sudden remembrance that she herself 
possessed it in abundance. And oh, joyful thought ! 
Sweet ecstacy ! What would she do with it ? 

" Yet such a case,'' she suggested, '' as that of the 
poor broken down tradesman may not be hopeless. 
If, for example— the pressure were removed?" 

" It is probable he might recover, and be restored 
to his wife and family." 

Nothing more was said. Beatrice Lester walked 
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on, but the pallor of her cheek was superseded by a 
slight flush of secret bliss. Her eyes again wandered 
round. Was the poor clei^man also reflected in 
their radiant light ? 

She passed with her companion into the billiard- 
room, where men were quietly amusing themselves, 
and induced to take healthy exercise ; she glanced 
on others, reading; absorbed, probably, in some 
political creed of their own, the seeds of which, 
though producing in a noxious atmosphere, nothing 
but unwholesome over-growth, might originally have 
been very good in themselves ; and she thought of 
heart-burnings without these walls— Nepotism, 
Favouritism, Patronage — in fact ' of the wrong man 
in the wrong place/ 

And, at last, having wended her way back through 
these wards and rooms with the physician, she 
found herself again in the large entrance Hall, with 
the huge black recumbent figure on either hand. 

The Doctor led her towards that on the right. 

^' We just now,'' he said, ''spoke of Fanaticism 
as opposed to Eeligion. Look at this ; it was taken 
from life some generations since.'' 

And Beatrice beheld a countenance writhing in 
unearthly torment. No hope; nothing but a hideous 
despair, on those dark lineaments. The body was 
also tortured; chained by the arms and legs was 
that strong and sinewy frame. Every muscle seemed 

p 2 
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strained to the utmost^ every vein distended well 
nigh to bursting. Bage and revenge brought 
strength beyond the ken of the free— to break those 
chains, to tear off those manacles— never mind if the 
flesh be torn and bleeding— anything— oh! for a 
moment's liberty! But alas— alas! nothing but 
howling anguish, and infuriated impotence ! 

" And that/' said the Physician, '* was a man of 
the name of Daniell, the porter to Oliver Cromwell, 
a prisoner and a maniac within the walls of old 
Bedlam/' 

Angels of mercy — what a change ! From fanaticism 
and iron bonds of Bedlam, to the pure liberty of the 
blessed Gospel, and Bethlehem's system of non- 
Coercion I 

"The other figure," continued the Physician, "is 
that of Idiotism. Some persons have called it 
' melancholy,' but there is no evidence of that upon 
the face or form." 

"Certainly not," answered Beatrice, and she 
turned away, sickening at sight of the human counte- 
nance, and figure large and developed, but silly and 
drivelling, and apparently untenanted. 

What is the body without the soul ? 

" But happily," said the Doctor, " the frequency 
of this mysterious phase in human life diminishes. 
Despite the increase of population, it becomes more 
and more rare." 
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Beatrice did not answer, as some one approached 
them, but she thought, ^' Yet, when the body is the 
tabernacle of the spirit, how dare we defile it P" 

The messenger prevented her entry into the 
Physician's room, there to rest awhile. The patient 
she came to see was awake. 
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CHAPTEE XXXII. 

Death in the Madhouse. 

With a palpitating heart, the lady, therefore, 
again ascended that large stone staircase, and soon 
found herself in a ward above that she had first 
entered, but arranged in precisely a similar manner, 
although it was not so lofty. Slowly and almost 
solemnly, she was conducted into one of the small 
square bed-rooms, on the right hand side, at the 
upper end. The door was gently closed behind her, 
and she found herself face to face with Ellen Ealph. 

Sitting up in the narrow bed against the wall, 
supported by pillows, Beatrice could scarcely recog- 
nize her. The long dark hair, streaked with grey, 
which hung so wildly about her face when last she 
saw it, had long since been shaved oflP, and a close 
white linen cap, which was now drawn across her 
brow, and tied under her chin, showed the hoUowness 
of her pale cheeks. Her eyes, though deeply sunken, 
were still shining ; but their expression was settled 
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and deeply mournful, while their burning light was 
quenched for ever. But for these, the childless 
mother might have been already dead, so still and 
cold she looked ; so white was her face, and the 
rather large and bony hand which lay rigidly outside 
the counterpane. The lips, too, drawn in and com- 
pressed, were surrounded by a pale violet hue which, 
harmonizing with the tints around her eyes, increased 
the ghastliness of her appearance. 

Beatrice Lester approached her kindly and gently, 
and laid her own soft hand, tremulous with sympathy, 
on that which offered no pressure in return ; but its 
fingers, icy as the grave, quivered beneath the touch 
of Christian love, and then clutched again and again 
the coverlid on which they rested. Beatrice knew 
the fatal sign ; but she needed it not to convince her 
that she stood in the presence of Death. Advancing 
another step towards the pillowed head, she beheld 
the last chill moisture of mortality on the brow 
where many a deep and furrowed line was traced of 
woe and want, and blighted hope. 

Then those eyes, over which, the last moment, 
a film seemed to be gathering, were turned towards 
Beatrice. Not the head, that did not move; only 
the eyes ; slowly they rolled in their sockets and fixed 
themselves on the kind face bent down towards the 
bed. At last, after a few faint gasps, came a hollow 
voice. Its former harshness was gone. 
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" You are come. You don*t know what for. 
Stoop— aye— nearer— nearer. Listen. That man— 
him— he— that you call Major Percival — who they 
say— loves you. Tou don't know— but he is— he 
is— your cousin j Sir Bichard Lester's son.'' 

Whatever the shock of this announcement^ Beatrice 
did not manifest any emotion. She still stood^ bend- 
ing down> apparently calm and composed^ by the 
side of the dying woman. Even she, perhaps, could 
not see her face, for the shades of death were gather- 
ing fast. Then the voice continued, though with 
increasing difficulty. 

" Li is true— as where I'm — ^I'm going to. I've 
been mad— but— not— not now. And hark ! — I— 
/ did it— opened the iron chest— I mean— I stole— 
ah, yes— that paper, but — but— it wasn't it. They 
made me. Husband — husband — ah! — where are 
you ? How dark it is I Porgive— " 

Miss Lester hastily arose, and seeing a glass of 
water on the table near, stretched out towards it, 
and held it to the lips of the dying creature whom 
her arm supported. 

EUen seemed to know, but, if she made an effort 
to let some pass her blue lips, which quivered for an 
instant, it was unavailing. Suddenly, however, ac- 
quiring some sort of strength, she pushed it away, 
and feebly shook her head. 

'' No— no — I can't ; but say — forgive." 
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Then her meaning flashed on the soul of her 
hearer; Beatrice knelt down^ still keeping hold of 
the hand she had taken. 

*' Forgive 1'' she exclaimed, " I do, Ellen— most 
solemnly ; even as I hope to be forgiven/' 

'^ You— you are good!'' and something almost 
like a smile seemed to part the cold pale lips ; " but 
all— ah! you don't know. But— He is merciful ? — 
they've said so." 

"Beyond all we can think or believe," solemnly 
ejaculated Beatrice; and then she tried to reach a 
small beU wire she saw near; for, certain that the 
last moment was approaching, she yearned for assis- 
tance. But again her hand was put back. Ellen 
Ralph suddenly lifted herself up in the bed by some 
superhuman force. She stretched out her two arms 
towards the wall, at the foot of her bed ; her lips 
were parted, and the light, which had gradually 
grown more dim, came back with sudden lustre to 
her eyes. But this time they were not turned to- 
wards Beatrice. They gazed in seeming ecstacy on 
something invisible to her as she moved aside, awe 
stricken at the contemplation of the rapture before 
her. The lady bowed her head, but tones hitherto 
unknown to her struck upon her ear ; not the hollow 
voice of a minute since ; but the sound of deep, de- 
lighted tenderness, and immeasurable love, even of 
a mother's love. 

p 3 
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''Ah ! my sweet— my precious darling— I come — 
I come. Ohl stay for me; stay for dear— dear— 
mother, who loves you so — so. Yes — I see the 
light, and— the flowers; ah I you shall have them, 
my sweet, my babe, my only —only one. Hark I the 
music I I — I hear it. Smile— ah 1 so— so. Smile 1 
what joy 1 what— ohl my blessed boy — ^my angel. 
I — co-me. An-gel P' 

And with a smile so radiant, that no words can 
describe— and on which few would dare, perhaps, 
even to look— Ellen Ralph sunk back on the pillow 
—dead. Her arms had fallen outside the coverlid 
heavily, and there they lay now as of one at rest. 

Beatrice Lester was kneeling by the side of that nar- 
row couch when the physician entered. At length, 
rising slowly, she looked with awe and reverence on 
the face now scarcely distinguishable from the white 
garments and pillow. It was composed, and placid, 
such as few could remember it in life ; the brow was 
smooth, and its long eclipsed youth and loveliness 
had already re-asserted their power, had returned, as 
they often do, for a brief season to the form, ere 
passing through that corruption, which shaH even- 
tually, and for eternity, put on Incorruption ! 



Beatrice Lester sought the privacy of her own 
room, immediately on her return home that night. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



OF CHABTTY. . 323 

How she was employed there, none knew at the time, 
but it was revealed soon afterwards. That was a 
solemn night — ^the taming point of her own strange 
destiny. 

But the next morning, Amy Lyle was summoned 
to her. The girFs gentle benefactress met her with 
the usual kind kiss and smile, but her own appear- 
ance was fearfully altered. 

Amy expressed her fear that she was not well. 

" Yes,'' was the answer, '^ I am weU, Amy.'' 

''But so pale?" 

'^ Tou will soon know why." Then came a quiver 
of the lips, a heaving of the breast; but these being 
mastered, ''I cannot tell you more now. Amy," 
Beatrice said, " I am not at liberty. But what I did 
wish you very much to know without delay is— that 
the mystery of the open iron box, and the loss of the 
deed from it, is cleared away. I know the hand that 
did it— but— it lies cold in death." 

If anything were wanting to complete the present 
abounding joy of Amy Lyle, to crown her seemingly 
perfect and renewed health— it was this. 
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CHAPTEE XXXm. 

The Artist and his Muse — ^Affection's Subtlety — Right or Wrong ? 

Mrs. Seymour was from home at the time of 
Miss Lester's visit to Bethlehem, but in a few days 
she returned to find a great change effected in the 
household, of which she had long been an honoured 
member. The establishment was curtailed, its air 
of social life and charm was gone; (it is a verj 
subtle thing that atmosphere, which is the very 
essence of refined and happy home), and Beatrice, 
wont to be the life-spring of all gaiety in the house, 
was seldom seen. She was abstracted from things 
which had formerly given delight to herself and 
others, and absorbed, as far as people knew, in the 
arrangement of papers and much writing, which 
detained her in her own especial apartments. 

The anxiety of Amy Lyle was aroused in behalf 
of her benefactress, whom she had never loved half 
so much as now ; and she mentioned her solicitude 
to Eustace Neville, of whom she was still the assi- 
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duous pupil, and frequent companion during the 
otherwise weary hours of convalescence from the 
illness through which she had anxiously nursed him. 
In fact, the presence of this beautiful girl began to 
be necessary to the artist ; and the modest diffidence, 
the shy consciousness, which alternated with the 
familiarity of their old friendship, inspired her with 
a fresh charm. Tenderly administering to his every 
want with a blushing timidity, he began to think of 
her as " the angel in the house.'* She told him, as 
beforesaid, of her anxiety in behalf of their mutual 
friend, and he shared it more acutely than his lip 
expressed ; but it operated on him, eventually, in a 
beneficial manner. It proved to him, more than 
ever, the impassable distance between this lady and 
himself. He feared she was in trouble ; what would 
he not have done to alleviate any sufifering she might 
endure ? But his cheek flushed at this new proof 
that his sympathy was not wanted-^ that it would be 
an intrusion on one by whom it had always been 
most scrupulously, though with apparent kind un- 
consciousness, ignored and put aside. He was no- 
thing to her but one of many objects of benevolence ; 
his heart smote him — ^he despised himself; and then, 
looking up, his eyes were greeted with the sight of 
Amy Lyle, his mother's darling, his fond companion 
of early days, the sister of his dead friend, the 
sharer of his adversity, the partaker of his hunger, 
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his intelligent pnpil^ his tender nurse ; there she sat^ 
shy and timid^ before him^ bat radiant in her exqui- 
site beauty. He knew how other men vainly coveted 
a smile from her rosy lip^ a glance from her soft blue 
eye^ but to none had she ever given such^ but to 
him. Why had he never discerned aught of this 
before? Though late^ the suggestions of memory, 
sympathy, and loveliness, were powerfoL The veil 
was becoming more transparent — it began to tremble. 
How soon would it fall ? 

Mrs. Seymour sat with Beatrice Lester in the 
boudoir. It was evening; but the lamp on the 
table, covered with papers, revealed the anxiety in 
the face of the elder lady, as she contemplated her 
companion, who, with her head leaning on one hand, 
was listlessly stroking the large dog, her faithful 
old friend, which, in a sort of guardian attitude, was 
standing by her side. At last, his mistress said, 
patting him : " Poor old fellow ! I suppose we shall 
have to part, at last /' but, after looking up in her 
face for a moment, as if he knew what she said, he 
shook himself, and crouched down at her feet. 

At last, spoke Mrs. Seymour ; but her voice, usually 
so distinct, was tremulous with emotion; it was 
evident that she renewed some former conversation. 

'^ If I could but dissuade you from the self-sacri- 
fice which you contemplate— if I could but prove to 
you that it is mistaken I'' 
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Beatrice looked up with an expression of earnest- 
ness beyond words to pourtray. 

"Madre, you cannot. Tour affection for me de- 
ceives you. In any other such case you would ac- 
knowledge its justice/' 

''But there is no will— no deed—'' remonstrated 
Mrs. Seymour. 

'' But even if not/' interposed Beatrice (and she 
laid peculiar emphasis on the if), '' but even if not, 
surely the claims of conscience ought to be more 
potent than any clauses of the law/' 

•''But not always superior to those of charity," 
^gued the other. "Bemember, Beatrice, that by 
giving up all you possess to this man, you resign 
the power by which hundreds benefit; what is to 
become of the sick and afficted f" 

"God will provide for them. He can work 
without the agency of any earthly instrument, al- 
though sometimes mortals are privileged in humble 
co-operation/' 

Tet a tear dropped on the shaggy coat of the 
dumb favourite; for his mistress thought of the 
poor tradesman she had seen in Bethlehem, and 
knew that her hopes of helping him back to an 
intelligent state of honest industry; of placing him, 
cured, in the midst of his little family, were blighted. 
She thought, too, of the poor, crazed clergyman ; and 
then she mournfully said : 
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''Madre. There is much sorrow on the earth/' 

"But/' persevered Mrs. Seymour, "it is a very 
different thing, my child, to seize hold of the cross 
that we may bear it, and to submit to it, meekly, 
when laid by another will upon us" 

"Nay — but I do not so;" meekly protested 
Beatrice, " Sir Richard Lester must have his 
rights/' 

"But they are not his rights," declared the other; 
then, sinking her voice, and looking roujid the room 
as if fearful of being overheard, "Remember/' she 
said, " that, the estates not being entailed, he forfeital 
every claim upon his father by that dreadful— 
forgery. Remember how that crime not only drove 
him forth from his country, compelling him to hide 
his life and name in other lands, but set the seal on 
that dark despair, of which his profligate mother was 
the sinful origin/' 

"True, true!" exclaimed Beatrice, pale and shud- 
dering, "but who knows but the future may wash 
out the stains of the past ?" 

" Beatrice 1" exclaimed Mrs. Seymour, almost 
'vehemently, "you know this guilty man; do you 
believe in his repentance ?" 

Miss Lester was silent. At length she said, 

" It is not for me to judge." 

"But you are not forbidden to know a tree by its 
fruits/' urged her companion. ' 
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"Yet who can tell/' replied Beatrice, ''how far 
prosperity may be fertilizing to some natures? 
While affliction is good for one, joy may be a healthy 
and productive graft to another.'* 

Mrs. Seymour shook her head deprecatingly, but 
her young friend continued with increasing earnest- 
ness. 

''It is not for us to calculate on results. The 
path of right and wrong is seldom undecided. Never- 
theless, the reflection of self is wont to cast false and 
bewildering shadows on the way, and to suggest the 
expediency of sitting down to await a more signal 
and specific guide. We fancy we want more light 
from above, when in fact the very excess of such 
light makes us shut our eyes and feel bewildered : 
it is much more difficult to pull out the beam 
from our own eye, than to cast out the mote from 
our brother's. The great secret, dear Madre, is,'' 
she added meekly, "it is, I think, to apply our 
knowledge to ourselves ; we must not believe that 
we are exceptions. Human nature pleads loudly on 
this point, I admit, but we must not listen to it. 
How difficult it is, for example, to think, when we 
talk of death, that it can touch t^. How many 
listen to sermons on this subject, well-dressed, peace- 
able and plausible; they listen to the tale of the 
worm and the winding sheet, but every one applies 
it to his neighbour rather than himself. And if so, 
in a lesson, the practical nature of which is daily 
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proved, how much more so in matters where there is 
some possibility of evasion because of mistake ! But 
no^ this path is clear. Even in the case of another^ 
I could perceive no possibility nor excuse for a 
turning/' 

Mrs. Seymour knew that it was useless to urge 
her argument further ; at last she said, 

" Well, Beatrice Lester, and in such a case, I ask 
not what is to become of you, for well I know that, 
though bereft of all, you will be cared for. Faith 
never fails when practically worked out like this. 
But tell me,'' she added with a deep sigh, ''tell me, 
my beloved child, by what means you propose to find 
Sir Richard Lester. Tou cannot make known your 
intentions towards him through the newspapers, be- 
cause the publication of his name would arouse a 
blasting inquiry among those who believe him dead." 

" Therein lies my difficulty ;" answered Beatrice, 
''it is many months since I have seen or heard 
of him; and I suspect, now, that some suspicion 
having arisen as to his identity, drove him so sud- 
denly away." 

And she remembered her unaccountable antipathy 
which was so relieved by his absence. 

" Had life been spared to the unfortunate Ellen 
Ralph a few moments longer," continued Mrs. Sey- 
mour, " she might have told you. Do not be 
startled, Beatrice, at what I am about to reveal to 
you. Her husband was an accomplice of the present 
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Sir Eichard Lester, and, for participation in his evil 
deed, was transported. The principal in that dark 
transaction escaped, as you know ; but the man, his 
servant, who had been his tool and bribed into 
a marriage with the woman his master had betrayed, 
suffered the penalty of the law/' 

Beatrice heard, but she neither moved nor replied. 
She sat in the same position as if stricken into stone. 

Alarmed, Mrs. Seymour hastily arose and ad- 
vanced towards her. She took her unresisting, but 
cold hand, and then, drawing her head to her bosom, 
as she might have done with some little helpless 
child, she fondly smoothed the dark shining tresses, 
and murmured some words of endearment. The dog 
looked up and whined piteously. 

Then came tears to the relief of Beatrice, and her 
aged friend did not endeavour to stay them. The 
beautiful young woman, accustomed to the world's 
flattery, admiration, and caresses, stretched out her 
arms towards the one who had known and loved her 
mother, and nestled in her embrace as the only 
resting-place for her in the wide earth. 

At last, when she was more composed, Mrs, Sey- 
mour whispered, 

'^ And yet, for such a man you feel bound to do 
thisr 

''Yes, Madre. And may the deed be blessed 
unto him I" 
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CHAPTEE XXXIV. 

Bermondsey ChuFch — ^The Pets of Fashion in &n unfamiliar Place. 

It was in the depth of winter, but the morning 
was bright, though brief and chill, when two car- 
riages, very quietly appointed, stopped before 

Church in Bermondsey. 

Though there was nothing to attract especial ob- 
servation in either of these carriages, a crowd stood 
on the pavement to behold the unwonted sight they 
presented in that locality. Of this crowd the greater 
portion were children. Not the trim, orderly, 
parochial school children, whose numbers were 
limited, and livery trim and decorous enough, but a 
gathering of unorthodox urchins, undistinguishable 
not by livery, but by rags and dirt — a portion of 
that dense juvenile mass, for which the school be- 
neath the railway arches, to which Dr. M con- 
ducted the soi-disant Major Percival,* is intended, 
and for which the Baths and Wash-houses recently 
built, not far from that spot, is an effective proof that 
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Cleanliness among the very poor, is next to Godliness. 
Inside the Church, before the rail of the altar 
stood Eustace Neville by the side of Amy Lyle. 
A white-haired priest blessed them— he, who for thirty 
years had conscientiously struggled with the impossible 
claims, body and soul, of many thousand people. A 
mighty task for one man 1 But his voice, wherever it 
could make itself heard, amid the crash and confu- 
sion of such a cure, failed not to bless. Sunday after 
Sunday it announced in a singularly impressive 
manner, the flight of Time, and the hopes of Eternity 
in the history of Man's Redemption recorded by the 
appointed Lessons and Psalms through the varying 
seasons of the year. But alas ! the congregation 
within those walls, was very small. Dissent, the 
preference of Sermons to Prayers, and the non-resi- 
dence of the wealthy, drafted ofiF many, while the 
dense mass of the extremely poor and very ignorant, 
was almost impenetrable. The Church bell, however, 
might sometimes find its way to those squalid homes 
in the bye-ways of this miserable locality, for it 
sounded not only from Sunday to Sunday, but 
sometimes on week-day also, though only *two or 
three' responded to its call. The struggle for bread 
would not permit the many to attend; people 
were cumbered and careful about the business of 
this life ; and so the clergyman must needs offer 
up the prayers for the absent. And who may say 
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but such prayers pleaded for many of his unconscious 
people ? Who may declare that they returned not 
in blessings to many a house and hearty in Hea- 
ven^s own good time ? But now — Eustace Neville 
and Amy Lyle stood before the altar. It was a 
strange place to be married in, that old Church in 
Bermondsey; but it was near the grave of dear 
Charlie, who died of the cholera. He did not lie 
in the churchyard outside the walls, but in a place, 
even less pleasant, not far off. So it was his sister's 
wish to be married here ; the tie of deepest sympathy 
with her future husband had been contracted in this 
poor neighbourhood, and therefore it was honoured 
by her. Although now moving in a very different 
sphere, her heart yearned back to those days when 
her husband and brother were fellow-workers among 
the sick and poor ; days of privation and anxiety, but 
unclouded by the Evil which had since beset her. 
Her marriage vows, she fancied, were hallowed by the 
bonds of suffering and death, of former mutual great 
grief between her and the man who stood beside 
her. 

And how singularly lovely she looked, as her lips 
tremulously repeated the solemn words, and pro- 
nounced from her inmost soul the solemn vow, '' un- 
til death us do part.'^ 

No fashionable bride [was she, of whom the next 
morning's paper would . publish to the great little 
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world all concerning this great event in her life— 
her dress, her wreath, her jewels. Simply clothed 
was she in a garment of pare, but pale colour, which 
seemed intended to proclaim her past position ; her 
long golden curls, the only veil to the beautiful and 
blushing face. 

Eustace was calm and composed, his deep voice 
uttering the sacramental words distinctly. Noble 
that bridegroom looked, as if born to protect the 
fair and delicate creature at his side ; but few, who 
saw him now, would have recognized the starving 
and struggling artist who, a few years. since, had 
pawned his picture at the shop in a bye-street near. 
But two others were present in that bridal group. 

Beatrice Lester and Dr. M . The former stood 

near Amy, pale, and still as a statue ; but with the 
peculiar light, so often mentioned as her characteris- 
tic, more radiant than ever in her large dark eyes. 
The Doctor was the only one who seemed a little 
nervous during the ceremony. 



And at last it was over. Eustace and Amy were 
man and wife. Their names were recorded in the 
large book of the vestry ; the certificate was civilly 
given, and the white-haired clergyman, who had tied 
the inseparable knot, most cordially congratulated 
them. They were not unknown to him, previously ; 
and as to Beatrice Lester, despite her entire lack of 
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ostentation^ her name and deeds could scarcely fail 
to be familiar^ not only in Belgravia^ but to those 
who laboured among the poor in Bermondsey. But 

Dr. M , usually so lively and loquacious, was 

silent, though more than ever restless. He almost 
seemed in a hurry to be gone, although he claimed 
the privilege of an old friend in kissing the cheek of 
the beautiful young bride. He was the first to leave. 

Afterwards, when the bride and bridegroom with 
Beatrice emerged from the vestry, Eustace glanced 
around the church, with its heavy galleries, formal 
pews, and the free seats specifically set apart for 
the very poor. He looked at the pulpit, and the 
place for the clerk, and wondered how far the con- 
gregation did its duty in responding ; whether these 
walls, of no particular language in architecture, 
echoed with the loud '^ Amen,'* which used in early 
times to resound as " a clap of thunder.'^ And 
then he thought of the same service on the high 
seas, beneath a tropical sky. He remembered that 
Sabbath night in distant latitudes, and the full force 
of the '^ Laudate Dominum,'' when sky, moon, stars, 
and ocean, gave back their answer. And he did not 
marvel that the London poor so often fail to appre- 
ciate the language of the Psalmist, and are careless 
of bearing their parts in the choir of Heaven and 
earth. 

Shut up in sordid and filthy homes, with no 
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imagination^ nor experience, beyond four discoloured 
walls, or a dirty, bustling street, what should they know 
of the metaphor of which a beauteous and glorious 
created world is the electric interpretation ? And he 
felt too, deeply felt, for the man whose mission lay 
among poverty like this, and turned back to grasp 
him again most cordially by the hand. The clergy, 
man thought that the warmth of the young bride- 
groom was the result of his happiness; he knew 
not that it arose from sympathy with himself. 

How differently was this man situated to the 
pastor of Pitcairn ! And yet he had come from the 
other end of the world merely to share the same 
ordination with this, his brother. With what 
reverential joy was his return to that rocky paradise 
in the Pacific greeted 1 How the people bent before 
the presence of a new power ! 

Oh ! England, England I where is thy faith P 
What canst thou do in behalf of all thy people 
without its regeneration ? Away with party prejudice 
and down with sectarian exclusiveness when such a 
mighty work waits to be done ! 



The parish clerk looked at the signatures with the 
eye of a connoisseur, and declared that ''we don't marry 
such people as that, Sir, here every day.'' And the 
pew-opener, who certainly had had a sinecure on this 
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occasion glanced contentedly at something she held 
in her hand. The ragged urchins outside tried to get 
up a shout, and the women who stood among them 
nudged each other as the bridegroom and two Tery 
elegant ladies appeared at the church door« The 
poor easily recogn ze true elegance and refinement ; 
although fond of finery and trumpery themsdves, 
they do not need these things to point out to their 
perception a ' regular lady, or a real gentleman/ 

And at the church door tiiere was a m<mientary 
pause. Beatrice withdrew a few steps back into the 
shade of the church with Amy, whose hand she held« 
Then and there, she kissed her, and pronouncing a 
fervent but half smothered ' Qod bless you,' hurried 
away towards her carriage to the door of which the 
bridegroom attended her. Then having shaken, 
hands with him, while a smile of all kindness 
quivered on her lips, she drove away. Eustace and 
Amy were conveyed in a different direction. 
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CHAPTBE XXXV. 

** stop him "—St. George's-in-the-Fields— Proyed and not Found 
Wantingf— The Sacrifice, 

But Miss Lester had not proceeded far, before she 
hastily pulled the check string. She was passing 
through a narrow, miserable street, away from the 
main thoroughfare, as her coachman hoped thereby 
to be spared the stoj^ages in this crowded neigh- 
bourhood. 

Much surprised he now pulled up. It was near a 
comer, where stood the usual flaring gin-palace, but 
nothing else around could he see except a few dirty 
stragglers on the narrow pavement, and announce- 
ments of ' rag and bottle ' fanciers which he knew, 
well enough, were but too often the shields of 
thievish customs. What could hid mistress want in 
such a place ? 

The footman opened the door. Beatrice hastily 
addressed him. 

^* Did you see that man P Do you know which 
way he went ?'' 
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" What man— my lady ?'' asked the man, looking 
behind him, half in fear and half in sarprise. 

'^ A man very much mnfiSed up about the chin, 
with a shabby coat, and slouching walk— he looked 
at the carriage then disappeared ; which way, oh— do 
you know which way P' 

The servant thought that this was the ' queerest 
dodge ' he had ever known ; why his mistress was 
positively excited about ' as low and bad a looking 
chap,' as ever he had ' set eyes upon in all his days/ 

''Well, ma'am— why— yes— I certainly did ; but I 
can't say I see the way he went." 

"Then run round the comer," she exclaimed, 
'' run quickly, and try to find him, tell him that it is 
I who want to see him, and bring him to me." 

The man did as she desired, but soon returned— 
alone. No, he could not find any traces of such a 
person; and so the carriage moved on. But its 
solitary occupant leaned back, and tears dropped from 
her eyes. In imagination, she was riding again with 
Major Fercival at Bichmond, and she heard the 
gipsy woman's word, 'Beware.' She had seen the 
ruffian-looking man who then stood between her and 
her companion; and, quick as lightning, it was 
revealed to her that this was the accomplice, the 
husband of Ellen, Ealph, but the lesser villain of 
whom Mrs. Seymour had spoken. But the clue was 
gone, vanished as if by magic. 
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Presently, she found herself in the road between 
Bethlehem Hospital and the Koman Catholic Ca- 
thedral. The sight of the hospital she had not long 
since visited, aroased her from her deep and painful 
reverie. She looked earnestly towards it, but the 
deep sigh which escaped her was more for the living 
than the dead, or rather for those whose mysterious 
existence can scarcely be called life. 

The vision of the poor, stricken-hearted tradesman 
rose before her. Oh ! how exquisitely painful is 
unavailing, helpless sympathy, to such an one as she 
was and had been. The agonizing contrast of her 
past and present condition rushed across her, but it 
did not overwhelm. Had her attention been more 
absorbed in herself, she would not, even at that very 
moment, been so prompt to act. 

Looking towards the Boman Catholic Church, she 
beheld a form which caused a sharp cry to escape 
her. Scarcely knowing by what means, she again 
stopped the carriage and alighted. Then, leaving it 
in the middle of the road, she hurried, with her veil 
down, across the pavement, and after looking to the 
right and left, entered the Cathedral. There, on 
the outer side the curtain, she found the one of 
whom she was in search. Throwing aside her veil, 
and laying her hand on his arm, so that he suddenly 
started and turned, Beatrice stood face to face with 
her cousin— Sir Bichard Lester. 
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He raised his hat. He was aboat to make some 
common-place remark, to utter some expression of 
surprise, though he had gone beneath that porch 
purposely to avoid her, for she, and the livery of her 
servants, had been recognized by him. But she 
stopped the lie on his lips, which seemed to wreathe 
sardonically beneath the black moustache. 

'* I have found you,'' she exclaimed, in a piercing 
whisper. *' I know all, and am prepared to resign 
to you your rights. Come to me, to-night. There 
is no danger. Come.*' 

And when Major Percival, or, as we must now 

call him. Sir Richard Lester, looked round, she had 

gone. 

* * * * 

That night they, the two last descendants, of an 
ancient and honourable house, stood once more 
together in the room where the spirit of the man had 
cried aloud for power, where be had felt the bitter 
sting of a woman's rejection, and where, in the 
bitterness of rage, jealousy, and revenge he had held 
communion with the dark and evil passions of his 
sin-stained soul. That woman was now again before 
him. She stood lofty and erect, with her eyes fear- 
lessly scanning the countenance of her sole companion. 
In her hand she held a piece of paper, small and 
discoloured. A movement of her fingers would have 
destroyed it; a momentary application to the flame 
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of the lamp beside her would have annihilated it ; 
and she might have stood undisputed mistress of 
the vast wealth she knew so well how to enjoy, and 
to exercise in behalf of others. A subtle philosophy 
might have counselled this. Affection had even 
already pleaded such a course. But Beatrice Lester 
would rather have died than have done evil that good 
might come. And so she stood up, erect and 
unwavering, before her cousin, and then she said, 
in a voice most clear and unfaltering, '^This 
small paper. Sir Eichard Lester, secures you, with 
my consent, full and undisputed possession of all 
I have hitherto held as mine — lawfully. Its 
existence has been known to none but myself, for 
such was the proviso of your late father, my uncle, 
when, on his death-bed, he placed it in my hand, 
though believing in the probability of your death. 
There have been doubts as to whether he was in his 
right mind during that period of his last sickness, 
previously to which, you doubtless know, his will, 
bequeathing everything to me, uncionditionally, was 
executed. 

''But, understand clearly, /have no doubt, that 
he was perfectly sane when he entrusted this private 
memorandum to my keeping, and I was scarcely ever 
absent from him during the last portion of his sad 
existence. Holding and keeping these few words, 
therefore, as a solemn trust, I have, for years past, 
carried them always with me wherever I may have 
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dwelt. I have never been parted from them— nntfl 
now. But, despite the secrecy which I have deemed 
sacred on the subject, I have reason to believe that 
the existence of this paper has transpired/' The 
hue of the dark face into which she gazed became 
livid. '^ Otherwise, I cannot understand why the 
iron chest, in which all such documents are kept 
belonging to our family, should have been broken 
open.'' 

She paused, and for one moment, only, looked 
severely on the countenance, whose saturnine expres- 
sion it was even then difficult to read. Then, re- 
suming, but with a slight scorn, perceptible in her 
tone, she added : 

'^ So you perceive. Sir Bichard Lester, that if, at any 
moment, you had made yourself known to me, your 
way would have been clear. Much affliction— afflic- 
tion dreadful and deep, irreparable now in this world, 
would have been spared. Ellen Ealph is, as I have 
no doubt you know, dead. Her innocent child was 
her victim, and madness her atonement." 

She stopped— then with hands clasped, though 
still pressing the paper between them, and eyes 
raised in supplication to the man before her, she 
continued in a voice from which the firmness had 
fled— but which came thrilling with an emotion, 
almost passionate, from her heart. 

'^Tou cannot undo that evil now — you cannot 
bring back the dead ; but blessed be they in their 
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rest if they teach you mercy towards the living/' 
Then kying her trembling hands on his arm. ^' You 
never knew your father^ perhaps, as I knew him ; 
you never learned to love him as I did; but oh ! let 
his deep, corroding misery, the misery consummated 
by your deed, plead to you from his grave for all 
those who will need your aid. When you look 
upon this paper, think of the love which, though 
betrayed, was never extinguished towards you, of 
which it is the token. When you look on the broad 
lands which are your's, think of the stewardship 
under Heaven which you hold— when you pass the 
threshold which awaits you, remember the honourable 
men and women among our ancestry, who, for so 
many generations, have crossed over it. Above all 
— oh ! on my knees I implore jou—remembet' the 
poor. You will have them with you. In their wel- 
fare your own eternal salvation is bound up. If you 
have any remorse for the past, any repentance to- 
wards the dead, any pride in your lineage, any hope 
of Heaven, or fear of Hell — I implore you— I con- 
jure you— remember, and succour the poor.'' 

And in the exceeding earnestness of her great 
emotion, she had sunk on her knees before Sir Richard 
Lester, while placing in his hands the small docu- 
ment, which consigned her to beggary, and made 
him the trustee of her every good and gracious work 
towards others. 
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He took it quietly and composedly. Then, loot- 
ing down on the beautiful figure prostrate at his 
feet, a gleam of malicious triumph shot across his 
face. His dark eyes glittered strangely as they sur- 
veyed the form which supplicated him. He seemed 
to revel in that moment— to desire to prolong it; 
but, at last, raising her with a touch from which she 
seemed to start, and recoil, he said, in accents which 
sounded like those of deep and reverential tender- 
ness: 

" It is true. To you, Beatrice,'' Her name was 
always uttered in Italian by him. '^To you, 
Beatrice, I owe all ; you have restored unto me even 
the very right to the name which I long, through 
years of exile and wretchedness, have ceased to bear. 
I will say nothing in extenuation of a guilty past, 
but only suggest to you that its misery may have 
worked out an atonement. You know, Beatrice, 
that I have not proved myself a coward during that 
terrific interval : — will courage plead to you in my 
behalf? You, youfself, have said in my hearing 
that it seldom stands alone. You look surprised— 
but, I remember every word you have ever uttered in 
my presence. Judge, therefore, whether I shall for- 
get your entreaties of this solemn instant. But-^ 
hear me. The path you point out will be new to m6 
— I may fail for vant of knowledge; forgive me— 
it is my turn now to kneel, oh, angelic Beatrice 1'' he 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



OP CHARITY. 347 

continued, sinking on one knee, and snatching her 
hand, ''hear me, pity— pardon me. Prove yourself 
above all narrow prejudice — now, at this instant. 
Be it your task to protect the poor you love. Help 
me, guide me— I cannot do well without you. Oh ! 
Beatrice Lest^^r^ kinswoman— trauscendent above all 
women — oh ! most beautiful and beloved. Look on 
me. CJonsent to be niy wife/' 

With a crjj as if of agonj^ she sprang away from 
him. Then^ slowly rising, and turning his eyes, 
which gleamed fiercely, towards her, as she stood in 
a distant corner, with her hand stretched out, as if 
in deprecation of his approach, he folded hk arms 
across his chest, and stood silently and motionless, 
as once before in that very room ; but his gaze was 
rivetted on her. The momentary stillness was pro- 
found—broken only by the loud beatings of the 
heartj wliich heaved the bosom of Beatrice, and 
disturbed the light drapery she wore. At last he 
asked: 

'^Do I understand you aright? Do you reject 
me, and all the good I place within your power ?^' 

^'I reject you, Sir Eichard Lester," she said, 
most distinctly, "But the good yoa mention is 
beyond your power to create, or annihilate, I go, 
We part this night to meet no more on eattL" 

And he was alone. 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 

The Convent Gate — The Parlour— The Chapel — Talk after 
Vespers — ^The Vigil of the Flight to Scutari. 

Some few months after the events recorded, two 
ladies applied for admission at the Protestant Con- 
vent gate in Street. Although, perhaps. Sisters 

of Mercy in one sense, their dress, and the elegant 
equipage from which they had just alighted, de- 
clared against any formal profession of such a vo- 
cation. The building before which they stood was 
of grey stone, with Gothic windows. They had 
rung a bell, the clear sound of which had rever- 
berated in their hearts, as evinced by the evident 
anxiety with which they awaited the opening of the 
iron gate before them. At last, a demure little 
maiden appeared, in a black dress, white collar, and 
close linen cap, holding in her hand some keys. 
She glanced at the visitors with some curiosity ; but 
after listening to something said in a low voice by 
t^e elder of the ladies, she opened the gate, and 
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having conducted them through a very quiet arched 
passage or vestibule^ showed them into a square 
room^ which, probably, in conventional phrase, 
would be termed ''the parlour,^' where she left 
them. In a minute, however, she returned. 

''You cannot see her now, Madam,^' she said; 
"but, in a short time, she, with the other ladies, 
will be at leisure.'^ 

" We will wait until then,'^ answered the lady ; 
and the little maid withdrew. 

It was the time of day called " morning '' at one 
end of London, and afternoon, or evening, at the 
other. These visitors, or one of them, at least, 
would doubtless have adhered to the former appel- 
lation. She was one of exclusive society's rulers, 
but more powerful by her charms and gentle good- 
ness, under a vivacious and brilliant exterior, than 
by any accident of position. 

In fact, it was the Duchess of Ayrton who sat so 
patiently in that convent parlour; her companion 
was the wife of Eustace Neville; who, since her 
marriage, had become more than ever " the fashion,'' 
under the auspices of the Duchess, whose decree 
was, of course, quite incontrovertible. But neither 
whim nor caprice had led her Grace on in this mat- 
ter ; her sincere love for Beatrice Lester, whom she 
had always in her heart believed incomparable, made 
the adoption easy of anything or anybody valued or 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



360 THE SISTEB 

appreciated by her in other^ and as the Dachess 
would have said, ''happier days/' and Amy waa 
more beautiful than ever. 

Neither of the ladies spoke, but they closely 
observed everything around them. The room in 
which they sat was square and of moderate size, 
with a dark wooden panel half-way up the pure 
white walls. A polished wooden table occupied 
the centre of the apartment, on which lay a Bible, 
and a German book illustrating the Holy Scriptures, 
the pages of which were turned over, and its engra- 
vings admired by the Duchess, who, nevertheless, 
despite her minute observance, was evidently some- 
what restless and anxious. There were two other 
tables against the walls; on one stood a vase of 
dried grass, of varied and graceful form, and on the 
other a multitude of small fancy artides, ^' to be sold 
for the benefit of the boys' and girls' schools," which 
were poor. A print from the well-known picture of 
''The Holy Family," by Eaphael, hung over the 
tall, high mantel-shelf, and one, on the opposite 
wall, of a Female Saint. Above these were in- 
scribed, in large letters, on one side : 

** Blessed be be that cometb in the ntme of the Lord.*' 

On the other— 

« Speak not evil, one of anoth^, brethren.'' 
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The latter touched the very heart of the visitor, 
who was gazing at it ; it reminded her of the gentle 
and liberal soul of her friend, who never supported 
her most earnest views, as so many do, by railing 
at others of contrary opinion, nor forgot, in her most 
lively and vivacious moods, the forbearance of Chris- 
tian charity. 

The Duchess turned, with a tear trembling in her 
eye, towards the large ecclesiastical-looking window, 
while Amy seemed lost in the contemplation of the 
picture over the mantel-shelf, when the door opened, 
and both visitors started. But it admitted only 
strangers to them. 

Three ladies entered, one of whom wore a black 
dress and bonnet. The others were in colours. 
They, also, seemed rather nervous and excited, 
although the youngest, in black, appeared perfectly 
happy. Soon, however, the door once more opened, 
and a " sister*' entered. She way arrayed in a loose 
dark dress of serge, or some such material, with a 
snowy white apron, close white cap, and large plaited 
collar. Her fair hair was parted on her forehead, 
and thus revealed a countenance of extraordinary 
sweetness. 

Unaffectedly, and even courteously and gracefully 
advancing, while bowing to the other guests, who 
awaited her attention, she addressed herself to the 
Duchess of Ayrton. 
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''Would you like to attend our Service?*' she 
asked. 

The Duchess^ after glancing towards Amy, as- 
sented; and then the other visitors rose to take 
their leave ; but only two of them. The young lady 
in black was left behind. She still appeared ex- 
tremely cheerful and content; but, when the elder 
of the companions who had brought her thither, 
bade her tenderly farewell, her lip quivered with 
emotion. Was it her mother, or some beloved 
guardian of her happy youth, who in that moment, 
consigned her dearest on earth, to a vocation of 
mercy towards its poor pilgrims who stand in need 
of woman's sympathy, and woman's aid ? 

*' Whatsoever things are good, whatsoever things 
are wise, whatsoever things are holy, must be accom- 
plished by communion between brave men and brave 
women. The work must be shared between them, 
or it will perish and fail utterly. Yet up to this 
moment you will find men and women working sepa-«^ 
rately." 

The Duchess thought of this (the sufferings 
in the Crimea were beginning to enlighten her as 
well as others) while she, with Amy and the young 
stranger, passed with the sister, beneath a curtain 
of dark cloth ; which, suspended on the other side 
of the vestibule outside the parlour, concealed a 
long cloistered passage which they now entered; 
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its walls were white^ its pavement dark brick ; on one 
side it looked out on a green grass-plot^ in the 
centre of which was a stone cross. At the end of 
this passage, they stopped before another dark and 
heavy curtain ; and, this being withdrawn, they found 
themselves in a small chapel, lighted all round with 
tapers. A stained glass window over the altar, on 
which stood a large ebony cross, was visible in all 
its beauty ; as the light of evening was still strong 
enough without to penetrate its rich and lovely tints. 
The principal figure of the group it pourtrayed was 
vivid, with hands outstretched in an attitude of 
benediction. A very few worshippers were present, 
but all females, and in conventual dresses. 

When the^ visitors were seated by the side of the 
young girl in black, the sister who had led them in, 
placed in their hands the service appointed for that 
evening. 

Then burst forth the sweetest and softest music. 
None could listen to those melodious tones, tones 
probably of real refreshment after a day of toil in 
the service of others, without delight. 

<« Except the Lord build the house : their labour is but lost 
that build it." 

But is the labour lost' of these retired lives? 
Eetired, not withdrawn: — retired, but blessed and 
present, in the hearts and homes of the poor P 
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The visitors thonghi not They were impressed with 
the contemplation of humility before them. They 
were thrilled with that sweet harmony of worship, 
among lives dedicated, but not vowed, to a great 
social and eternal purpose. 



Did the vision of Amy return unto her? Did 
she remember the storm and tempest in her heart of 
one dark night of conflict, when she dreamed that in 
such a place, a sister pressed her hand, and peace 
was whispered to her tossed and troubled soul? 



Service being over, they silently returned through 
the long cloister to the parlour. But ^another had 
Joined them. She walked between the Duchess and 
Amy Neville ; and these two entered the parlour. 

Then and there the Duchess of Ayrton threw h» 
arms round the neck of Beatrice Lester, who still 
retained within her own the hand of. Amy. With 
the other arm, she encircled the waist of her former 
chaperone ; and while looking from one to the other 
of these beloved friends, her eyes were sparkling 
with tears. 

''"But oh ! dearest V* at last exclaimed her Grace, 
in a voice broken with emotion, "to see you in that 
dress r 

Beatrice looked down and smiled on her costume. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



OP CHARTPT. 355 

while her companions withdrew a short distance to 
contemplate it. But let it be described in the words 
of one who wore it. 

" It consisted of a loose wrapping gown of dark 
grey tweed, a worsted jacket, plain linen collar, and 
thick white cap ; passing over the right shoulder was 
a broad strip of brown holland, embroidered in red 
worsted with the words ' Scutari Hospital.' " 

"But is it not appropriate for the work I am 
going to do ^" exclaimed Beatrice, in her own swe^t, 
cheerful voice: "You surely would not want 

our old friend Madame B ^ the modiste^ to deck 

me out for the occasion }" 

But Amy shed tears, and the Duchess with diffi- 
culty restrained hers. 

"To think,'' she ejaculated, "to think how your 
taste used to be quite a court of appeal in suA 
matters— and now !" 

" We must try to realize," said Beatrice, softly, 
"my own dear old dogma, that everything really 
beautiful, even in the simplest matters, can only be 
a reflection of the true." 

The Duchess sighed. 

" And do you really go to-morrow P" she asked. 

" Yes, by break of day." 

" And Mrs. Seymour ?" 

" Is residing in a tiny house near here," answered 
Beatrice, her voice faltering. " I have passed most of 
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mj time since I last saw you with her— that dear^ 
dear Madre I'' 

''Is she reconciled to your going?'* asked her 
Grace^ though scarcely able to speak. 

'' Oh, quite /' and then, with a desperate endea- 
vour to rally was added : *' She has my old dog with 
her, as hostage of my return from the East/' 

''Dearest Miss Lester P' began Amy; but the 
hospital nurse, smilingly suggesting her Christian 
name. " Well, then, Beatrice,'' continued the fair 
young wife of Eustace, " shall I be too intrusive, if 
I go to see her very often ?" 

" Oh, Amy I nothing will give her more pleasure. 
Do go very often. Promise me this— it will be such 
a comfort to dear Madre when I am gone." 

Amy nodded her head. Then the Duchess broke 
in with— "Only I don't think, Beatrice, that Mrs. 
Neville will remain in England until your return. 
Sir William Mornington has taken such a fancy to 
the Colonial views of her husband, that I do believe 
he will eventually send him away from his magic 
easel." 

" Ah I" exclaimed Miss Lester, evidently pleased 
aiid interested. 

" But if so," interposed Amy, " it would only be 
for love of you, Beatrice." 

"No, no," energetically exclaimed she. "You 
must not suppose that. Believe me, that no favouri- 
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tism would prevail with Sir William Mormngton ; 
his motto has always been that which just now begins 
to be understood: "the right man in the right 
place/^ 

''But he himself is not in the right place/' added 
the Duchess, " until he is made Colonial Minister/' 

"He will be/' answered Beatrice, "he will be 
before my return to England/' (He was. For a brief 
season, he fulfilled every expectation. But, before 
the war was concluded. Sir William was beyond the 
reach of worldly honour or promotion. He was in his 
grave.) 

" And are there many who accompany you to mor- 
row ?" asked the Duchess, 

" Oh, yes !" answered Beatrice with unaffected joy, 
" and pray tell the dear Duke," she added, with some- 
thing of her former vivacity " that it is a work of 
famous co-operation, quite according to my favourite 
old idea (that you know, which was so wont, to worry 
him) of a Coalition Administration. Why, in our 
band, are some sent out by the good Earl of Shaf- 
tesbury, some by Miss Sellon, and some (turning to 
Amy) from poor Bermondsey ; while others, Scsurs 
de la CharitS, will join us in our passage through 
France. Ah I is not this," she exclaimed earnestly, 
"is it not a good sign of the day we live in ?" 

"You remind me," answered the Duchess, "of 
what the old Marquise said the other day, about this 
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war. '^ Ah I in de run of de long time, it will be ex- 
actement de precise thing to unite the nations^ and 
make them forget their ancient enemies/' 

'* Dear old Madame Y^ exclaimed Be^trice^ smiling 
at the imitation^ *' and so, I trust, it will — and oh !*' 
she added ferventlj, ^'that good may come out of 
this evil, for my mother's land— for her beloved Italy/' 
''That would indeed be a triumph /' answered her 
Grace, '' and more especially if it knock off, at the 
same moment, the bonnet rouge" 

*' Tes,'' added Beatrice, *' because anarchy would ' 
only again beget a tyranny worse, if possible (but 
that can scarcely be) than before/' 

*' But k propos of the Marquise," resumed the-^^ 
Duchess, " she has never overcome her aversion to 
that ' terrible ' as she still insists on calling Major— 
I mean. Sir Bichard Lester. Ah I Beatrice," added 
the speaker tenderly, but in a tone of deprecation. 
"Ton are going, dearest of friends, but your, or 
rather his secret goes with you. That there is some 
mystery about your dark cousin, every one seems to 
know, beyond the romantic fact of his being sup- 
posed dead, when he was only fighting under 
a native prince, in the East. But, nevertheless^ 
none choose to tackle him or trouble themselves, 
as to whether that mystery be black or white. But, 
if the former, there are plenty ready to wash him in 
the fountain of wealth's flattery. Mothers and daugh- 
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ters bow before his shrine; above all, that horrid 
woman with her songstress and blue stocking/' 

But the Duchess of Ayrton knew that any 
curiosity she might feel on this subject would never 
be gratified, for some inscrutable reason, by Beatrice. 
Also— any feminine desire *to know more about it,* 
was speedily swallowed up at this moment by the 
painful necessity of parting. Heart-rending was 
the grief with which this woman of the world hung 
around the neck of her friend ; while warm tears, 
when it really came to the inevitable instant, fell 
fast from the eyes of the hospital nurse, on the head 
of the weeping Amy Neville. 

And if so with these— what must have been the 
agony and separation between Beatrice, Beatrice of 
the child-heart, despite her great courage, and the 
beloved ^Madre' who had so long and faithfcdly 
watched over her ? 
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CHAPTEE XXXVn. 

Departure for ScaUri — Night in the Hospital — Sister of Charity 
— The Boy oat of the Reformatory — Strange Story. 

In a chilly hour of very early morning, the band of 
devoted women to whom Beatrice had alluded left 
London Bridge Station. The sleepers in the neigh- 
bourhood around, were not aware of the Zeal and 
Charity which, at that moment, were setting forth, 
beneath the shroud of darkness before day, to ad- 
minister to the wants of many who belonged to them 
in the distant region of war and misery. Beneath 
those roofs, mothers might be dreaming of their 
sons, wives of their husbands, sisters of their bro- 
thers ; and love, torn from its object, might repre- 
sent, in blessed sleep, the one dearest on earth, 
crowned with the glory for which woman's heart, 
however lowly, beats in proud sympathy ; but alas ! 
for the moment of waking ! Alas ! for the stem 
realities which the consciousness of an hour after- 
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wards would bring ! What dire change to come 
o^er the spirits of dreams like these I 

The beloved far far away. Dead, suffering, crushed, 
or hopeless. Away from the comforts and kindness 
of dear home, however, humble ; deprived of gentle 
care when needing it more terribly than aught but 
affection could surmise. And then — the racking sus- 
pense, the unavailing commiseration to be ended, per- 
haps, by the morning newspaper, glanced at so fearfully 
with swimming eyes and sickening hearts .... to be 
ended by some concise but dread announcement ; or 
to be tortured still more by the agonizing detail of 
misery inflicted by gross mis-management;— in com- 
parison to which the condition of the most abject pauper 
in a poverty stricken neighbourhood was enviable. 

One among that devoted sisterhood united in the 
bond of a hallowed sympathy, knew something, as 
you are aware, of sorrow's struggles lying hidden in 
those dismal habitations ; but none came forth from 
them to bless her, to bid her good speed in her 
mission to their loved ones ; nor did she need this. 
No hope of human praise could have inspired the 
meek determination, the patient self-abnegation, 
which encompassed these Sisters of Charity ; they 
were upheld by a Faith and Hope far beyoud the 
power of earth to give or take away ; they were en- 
cased, beneath their unpretending robes, with armour 
complete enough to meet and rebut every weapon 

VOL. n. E 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



362 THE SISTEB. 

with which envy or malice might vainly try to wound 
them. They went forth, their strength and trust 
in Heaven, their will strong to do Heaven's work ; 
bidden and beckoned on by a company, a glorious 
company, of every age and time. Enrolled in such a 
communion, conscious of a most precious, though 
mystical unity, — what were human praise or blame, 
what were the difference of sect or station, class or 
names to them I 

Before the world woke up, those sisters had de- 
parted. 

But it is not the business of either writer or reader 
of this book to dwell on the difSculties and dangers 
which greeted them in the East, nor even on the 
kindness which helped forward their pilgrimage through 
other countries as they journeyed to their destination. 
All this has been done before. Beatrice Lester had 
been, under very different circumstances, in those 
countries before. She had mingled with their high 
and mighty ones. She had tarried in their palaces. 
She had been the welcome guest in social regions 
inaccessible to the common traveller on the conti- 
nent. She had known intimately and personally, all 
that those brilliant cities have to boast of the good, 
the great, the witty, or the brave. But now in 
humble garb, one in a crowd, unrecognized, and 
unsought, she passed through the streets, she paused 
in the churches, she gazed merely at the outside of 
palaces ; her heart at peace, her only hope on earth. 
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to be useful as hospital nurse to the lowliest and 
most suffering of her brave brethren. And this hope 
rose triumphant over every difiSculty. When does 
it not, when so based, and united to the patience, 
in which we are told to possess our souls ? 



Some months had passed away, the events of 
which are to be found in the Chronicles of the 
Crimea. It had been a day of more than usual 
fatigue to the nurses of the sick and wounded. 
Attending incessantly, with inefficient means, to 
human misery in every form; writing letters for 
some who were dying, but still conscious; cheer- 
ing the fainting hearts of others, when their own 
strength of mind and body was impaired by pri- 
vation under divers forms ; smoothing the trouble- 
tossed pillow of the feverish and restless ; unshrink- 
ingly binding up the broken limb, or complying with 
the practical but revolting necessity of dressing the 
wounds of many ; speaking words of heavenly com- 
fort to all, these women were as the ministering 
angels to the anguish of those around them. The 
paid nurses were, many of them, utterly inefficient 
at this time of desperate need ; they proved not only 
the want of proper training for such work, but the 
lack of that remembrance and its blessed inspiration, 
that " inasmuch as ye do it unto one of the least of 
these, my brethren, ye do it unto Me.'' 

£2 
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But among tbose^ around whose hearts, this as- 
surance was bound as the most precious amulet, — 
why, in their hands, the cup of cold water was 
effectual ; it was sanctified to the giver and receiver. 
Christianity, which proclaims distinctly that its charity 
" never faileth,*^ is the one education essential to the 
success of a mission like this. The experiment has 
been tried, and it has been gloriously successful. Let 
not men, therefore, in future, presume to shake their 
heads and shrug their shoulders ; the Gospel does not 
exclude the agency of good women; it is even an 
important element in the sacred narrative ; let no one, 
therefore, presume to interfere against any plan con- 
sistent with it, which will ensure their permanent and 
active co-operation which is so needed in this world 
of sin and misery. 

" Why is it that we see so many women, carefully 
educated, going over to the Boman Catholic Church ? 
For no other reason but for the power it gives them 
to throw their energies into a sphere of definite 
utility under the control of a high religious respon- 
sibility. What has been done under the hardest 
despotisms, and recognized in the midst of the 
wildest excesses of democracy, can it not be done 
under a political system, which disdains to use the 
best and highest faculties of our nature, in a spirit of 
calculation, in furtherance of the purposes of a 
hierarchy, or an oligarchy, which boasts its equal 
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laws and equal rights, and is at this moment ruled by 
a gentle hearted, noble-minded woman ?^' 
^ ^ ^ ^ 

Night had fallen on Constantinople, the traditional 
desire of the Northern A.utocrat, (Catherine II. 
well knew the importance of this possession, when 
she placed over the west gate of Cherson— "Through 
this gate lies the road to Byzantium.^') Night had 
fallen on the blue waters of the Bosphorus, on the 
Turkish cemetery, and on the newly-made graves, 
unmarked and unbedewed by the tears of the distant 
loved ones ; it had fallen on the bloody battle-field, 
and on the roofs of the hospitals, beneath which, holy 
Charity stood ready to do all it was permitted by 
man to achieve for the wounded. 

There was a lull in one of the wards of Scutari, 
broken only, ever and anon, by the groan or ejacula- 
tion of some poor sufferer to whom death would 
have been a relief. One figure, however, moved 
noiselessly from bed to bed down the length of that 
gloomy gallery. It was Beatrice Lester. In her 
hand she held a small lamp, which enabled her, when 
necessary, to see the countenance of some patient 
more clearly; or, what seemed sometimes of equal 
importance, which permitted the eyes rendered wild 
or sunken by agony to behold the angelic face bent 
down towards them. Aye ; the sight of her was a 
refreshment to many, and even after she had passed. 
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the looks of the miserable would be strained after 
her whose gentle accents still lingered in their hearts 
and ears^ having spoken peace to the troubled spirit. 
They lay, many of them, with their heads turned in 
her direction; tears were on the rough cheeks of 
some — strange, unfamiliar drops, called forth by the 
breath of tenderness. These poor fellows could 
mostly feel, though many of them could not argue ; 
and, during that night, some perception of divine 
truth came struggling into hearts long hardened by 
contact with the lower world and its usages; some 
old memory of a mother^s smile, or a church-bell 
listened to in childhood and England (both now so 
far ofiF) ; some vague recollection of an old hymn, 
learned from the lips of simple but hallowed love, 
years and years ago, but oh ! how utterly forgotten 
during the long interval, which seemed to have 
vanished at this instant, between then and now. 

Few, perhaps, among her former acquaintance, 
would have recognized the lovely Beatrice Lester 
beneath her present garb ; but any one who had ever 
really known her, would not have been slow to dis- 
cern her identity. Her beautiful hair, her superb 
head, were concealed by the close cap; the fine 
figure (perhaps emaciated) was hidden by the coarse 
and shapeless dress she wore ; her face, as revealed 
by the lamp, was thin and pale, but still there were 
the eyes, and never so radiant as now. But their 
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''lights/* which puzzled the artist in bygone years, 
could not come from without ; for they shone where 
no sunshine nor day could enter; and not only so, 
but they were hollow, as if from long weariness, or 
fasting, or frequent tears. As if? — Nay, each and 
all of these had been the lot of Beatrice for many a 
day, and week, and month ; but, instead of being 
crushed by suffering beyond the endurance of what 
her delicate frame might originally have been sup- 
posed capable ~ instead of being crushed, as the evil 
man^ her cousin, had once declared she should be, 
by his means, she was more than ever potent and 
triumphant in a strength beyond his comprehension, 
or calculation. Verily, as she had told him, when 
last they met in her own luxurious home, "The 
good of which he spoke was beyond his power to 
create or annihilate.*' 

At length, she stood beside the last narrow bed, 
on the right-hand side of the ward she had traversed. 
It was tenanted by a wounded patient, who, despite 
the ghastly hue spread over the face by protracted 
bodily pain, seemed in the first season of youth. 
With difiBculty he turned his head towards her. 

''How is your arm to-night, WiUiam?'* she 
kindly asked. 

" Oh, Miss, it ain't no better,'* he answered, " but 
it isn't that about what I want to talk to you— if so 
be—" and he hesitated. 
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*' Yes, I have plenty of time/' answered Beatrice, 
for she knew what he meant. Indeed, part of her 
great success among these poor men, proceeded from 
her ready intuition of their wants. But, from whence 
comes such intuition ? 

" Well, Miss,'^ he went on, "Pve found out your 
name, and I wanted to tell you that Pve heard it 
before, oh ! a long time ago.'' 

'^ Indeed V said Beatrice, who though weary in 
body, stood patiently ; determined to humour him. 

" Yes, but it wam't here. It was in London— in 
Bermondsey, where,'' (he added in a low voice, and 
as if fearful of being overheard by any-one else) 
"where I used to get my bread by picking and 
stealing/' 

"Well— well," she answered, softly and sooth- 
ingly, supposing he wanted to ease his newly- 
awakened conscience by this confession, "but you 
would not do it now, "William, I am very sure, even 
if you could. You know better now than you did 
then." 

" Yes, that's true, thanks partly to you Miss ; 
but it wasn't about that exactly that I was going to 
tell you, though I do sometimes think that this here 
loss of my right arm is a punishment to me— it 
seems so apt like— don't it?" And he laid his left 
hand on the bandaged stump, from whence the 
fellow-limb had been lopped off. 
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''Perhaps it means/' answered Beatrice, "that, 
when you get well, and go back to England, you will 
get a livelihood by teaching others to avoid the faults 
you have committed. You learn very fast, yourself, 
William, and so perhaps, after all, you will have to 
do your duty in some state of life where you will be 
more useful to your country than even by soldiery .'' 

Ah I what Doctor M had said was quite 

true. Beatrice Lester, with all her eloquence, with 
even the rare and marvellous gift of an Im- 
provisatrice, never forgot ' the vernacular.' 

'' Oh, you give me such hope T' cried the mutilated 
youth. 

'' May Heaven crown it,*' she murmured. 

'' But now. Miss, oh I where was I ? what was it 
I was a going to say ? O, 1 know,'' he continued, 
''I was just going to tell you that one night in 
Bermondsey, I had gone home, if you can call 
' home' a place worse than anything. Miss, Fve seen 
even here. It was a wretched house ; in some rooms 
mother and father and children of all ages, lived 
together more like pigs than Christians. Well, i 
had a little cupboard in the loft, where I used to 
creep in o-nights, when Fd done my work; I had 
no father nor mother at all, and so I didn't live with 
anybody, you know. Miss. Well, one day, after 
dark, comes a reglar gentleman to this house. 
' What's he here for,' thinks I to myself, ' no good, 

K 3 
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anyhow^ depend on't^ bat a fine feathered bird he 
looks/ Well^ Miss, so this gentleman goes into a 
room^ under the flats^ like mine^ only bigger, and 
there he stops a long while. At last, I crept out, as 
quiet as a mouse, and listened. I know now it 
was very wrong and all that, but I did it, and 
there. Miss, I heard your name, and how they 
(that's the man and woman who lived up there, 
with a poor weak sick thing of a child, and the 
gentleman) I heard how they agreed to rob you. 
Miss.'' 

'^ Bob me I" exclaimed Beatrice, almost thinking 
that the poor boy's mind was wandering. 

'^Yes, Miss," he firmly answered, 'Hhey 'greed 
that the woman (who didn't seem to like the job 
though, but was bullied into it by her husband) 
should be sent down somewhere, a long way off, into 
the country, where she'd lived before she was married, 
to some cousin of hers, and that she should wheedle 
herself into some great bouse, and break open a box 
she knew of, to find a paper." 

'* Ah 1" ejaculated Beatrice, but speaking to her- 
self, " alas ! I see it all now. My fear of his dire 
wickedness is justified." 

'^ Well, and so, at last, she said she wp\ild," went 
on the boy, intent only on telling his own story ; ^' but 
the woman wam't half so bad as the men; for 
women, you 8ee> Miss, can't help themselves in such 
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a plight ; and she declared then and there^ as how 
it was a horrible thing they wanted her to do ; 
because you, Miss^ were so good, and did such lots 
of kind things to everybody down there in the 
country/^ 

'^Oh! my poor people- my poor people P^ mur- 
mured Beatrice. "May Heaven help you, for I 
cannot/' 

" Well/' continued the patient, " and so, thought 
I to myself, there can't nohow. Bill (they called me 
Bill then) be much harm in plucking this here fine 
gentleman, when he isn't ashamed to set a woman to 
rob a woman, and I'll do it. And so, when he was got 
out of our house, I followed him under the shadow, 
and never really. Miss, never did I feel more innocent 
like in my life in what I was a-going to do (for 
you see it was not a bit like thieving from the poor 
—that's a different thing all the world over). Well, 
I dogged him till we got to [the corner of a quiet 
place, with no shiny hat near; and then, pounce I 
went on his watch, with the very hand what's cut 
off now. Miss, and got it without his knowing I, 
or anybody else, was a^near him. In a moment I 
should have been clear off, when I was seized hold 
of from behind, and there. Miss, stood a man whose 
pocket I wouldn't have picked for the world. He 
was a doctor. Miss, and oh ! so kind to the poor ! 
He wam't never frightened, not he ! Why, he used 
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to come into our courts np and down the stairs there 
he'd go, and set things all to rights, but never take 
no money on no account. He wam't the parish 
doctor either, but the people liked this one best, 
because, somehow, he'd got such a way with him. 
It wam't no use a shirking with him; heM get at 
the bottom of everything in a moment; but— you 
see. Miss, he was never hard on no one was Dr. 

M , and that's the way to manage the poor, you 

know.'' 

The eyes of the hospital nurse glistened in affec- 
tionate recognition of her old friend and fellow- 
worker. 

''Well," continued the lad. " I knew 'twas no use 
a struggling against him, and so I was as quiet as a 
lamb, 'till a p'liceman come up, and I was hauled 
off. The next day, I was pulled up.before the beak ; 
but, what d'ye think. Miss, the gentleman wam't 

there to go on with it ? And so, then. Dr. M 

begged for me as a sort of his own property, and I was 
took off. Not to prison, oh no. They had tried that 
before, and it only made me much worse than when I 
went in ; but this time they took me to a large dean 
house near Lambeth, and there I was fed and washed 
and made to wear clean clothes ; and there. Miss, I 
seemed to understand, somehow, quite well, all about 
the sin and wickedness I had done. They taught 
me, and out of the Bible too, but quite different it 
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seemed now, somehow, to when the parson in the 

prison, used to read to me. Dr. M came often 

to see me ; and at last, says I to him, one morning. 
Please, Sir, I think as how Fd like to be off to the 
war Fve been a hearing about/^ 

" He asked me why. And then I told him, I was 
afraid that it would be a long while 'fore I was good 
for much in England, and that, out here, I shouldnH 
somehow, be so much ashamed ; and so, at last, he 
consented and nisted.'' 

"But yet,'' answered Beatrice, ''I do think, 
William, you will find yourself better fit for other 
things when you return; and no doubt this good 

Dr. M will have you further taught, and help 

you on id the world." 

" Ah ! bless him and you too, my Lady," answered 
the lad, and soon afterwards sunk into a slumber more 
refreshing than he had yet known since the loss of 
his arm. And thus, unconsciously did Beatrice con- 
firm the opinion given by this same Dr. M to 

Major Percival long ago ; that, every medal having 
its reverse, the talents, requisite to make a good and 
expert young thief, might, if properly cultured, be 
turned into fine social use. 
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CHAPTEE XXXVm. 

Tale of the Night, told by a Victim to Condition— The End the 
itme ; the Means different — ^Down in the East — Sight on the 
Battle-Field — ^The Soldier— A Last Letter from a Younger Son 
of an Old House— Comfort for SurviTors. 

But not yet could the hospital nurse retire to rest. 
Much work remained to be done. I select this 
especial night, not because it was more arduous than 
others, but because it was one of those strange in- 
stances of coincidence discussed in a former chapter. 

An hour or so afterwards— an interval spent in 
alleviating the physical wants of several who claimed 
her care^he found herself by the side of a couch on 
which was stretched a man not wounded, but en- 
feebled by sickness, caused by the want of proper 
nourishment, and dysentry. This was a patient very 
unlike the Bermondsey boy, though also a common 
soldier. His features were well formed, and there 
was an air almost of refinement in their suffering 
expression, and in the way he thanked Beatrice 
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Lester for her care and kindness. Eearing that the 
effort of talking would help to debilitate him^ she 
gently imposed silence. 

'' But pray let me speak^ Madam/^ he said, " if 
only a few words. Should anything happen to me 
to-morrow, I know that, by some means, you will 
break my fate, carefully, and by degrees, to my poor 
mother at home. Her address is in Lambeth, where 
she works as semptress.'' 

A slight flush passed over his face ; then he con- 
tinued : 

'^She was not always accustomed to that means of 
getting her living ; for, indeed, she was not broi^ht up 
to get her own bread in any way ; but my father, who 
was in prosperous business when she married him, 
failed. The times,^' he continued, with his voice falter- 
ing, '^ the times were too heavy for him to bear up 
against. Other people sold the same goods (or what 
they pretended to be the same) for less than his con- 
science permitted him to do. He would not adulte- 
rate nor lie ; but the people did not care for that, 
they only thought of where they could get things for 
the least money; and so he failed. But he had 
always thought of his Maker — more than of his fellow- 
men, and was not ashamed of the poverty which our 
Saviour had endured before, and beyond any of us; 
only, when he saw his wife sick and without nourish- 
ment, and all of us children, ragged and uneducated. 
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he began to be very sorrowful. Then, he tried every- 
where to get honest employment ; but he could not. 
The fact is, no one likes to trust another who has 
faded. I have heard a gentleman say myself, and a 
very good man he is too, * Have nothing to do with 
a man who has failed; if not able to make his own 
affiedrs succeed, depend upon it, he will never help to 
render your's prosperous/ '* 

Beatrice sighed; she knew too well how preva- 
lent was this world-wide appreciation of success, how- 
ever gotten. 

'' And so, at last, Ma'am,'^ the man went on to 
say, '' at last he became moody and melancholy; he 
could not bear the little ones to play in his presence, 
neither could he endure the sight of us elder ones, 
sitting around an empty table. One by one, all our 
little comforts, brought from our dear old home, 
(the few which could be honestly rescued from cre- 
ditors), disappeared. Our lodging became more 
narrow and desolate. Mother had recovered, and 
she kept up wonderfully ; though we knew that she 
often passed the day almost without any food, but 
would not let dear father know. But, somehow, he 
found out. Then, he said nothing, but grew more 
melancholy, sitting for hours together with his head, 
which had grown quite grey, between his hands. 
And his eyes. Ma'am, when he did look up, were 
strange to us. In fact — ^in fact — Ma'am,'' and here 
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the poor fellow's whole strength seemed to vent itself 
in a great sob—" he was mad." 

Tears rolled down the cheeks of his listener. 

" What did you do ?'' she asked in a voice of 
tender sympathy. 

'^ With great difficulty. Ma'am/' he at length 
continued, but in a weaker voice, " we got him into 
Bethlehem. At first, it was dreadful for poor 
mother the thought of this, Jbecause she had heard 
of all manner of horrors such as used to be there ; 
but, at last, she was very, very thankful, when she 
knew that he could not be better cared for. Then, 
she took a little lodging in Lambeth, that she might 
just see the walls of the place he is in, and we tried 
hard to get our own livelihood. But I could find 
nothing to do. Ma'am, and so I enlisted." 

"Your father's name?" asked Beatrice, but she 
had to stoop down low to catch the answer. Ex- 
hausted, and perhaps ashamed, the patient seemed 
hardly able to utter it. But Miss Lester heard it ; 
and though, without appearing startled, she did and 
said everything possible to relieve and soothe, she 
had quivered beneath the strangeness of coincidence. 
This sick man was the son of the old ruined trades- 
man she had beheld in Bethlehem. For a charitable 
purpose of her own she had once before asked his name, 
as just now again ; and immediately she recognized it 
remembering abo the keen disappointment she had 
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formerly felt in her subsequent inability to help back 
the sufferers from honest deaUng, back to the path 
of home and happiness. 

But she was awe-stricken by one other memory — 
humbled by another^ but not a new conviction. 
"Thy ways, O Lord I are not our ways, nor our 
thoughts, thy thoughts— we are but the appointed 
instruments in Thy Almighty Hand/' 

But yet, the earnest wish to do good is not un- 
heeded by merciful Heaven. Only the way may be 
differently ordered by Him to whom the Beginning 
and end are known. 

** Man's theories may be God's realities." 



At last, when the day was at hand, the watch of 
Beatrice Lester was relieved in that ward. Weary 
in the body, but strong in the spirit, she retired to 
her own small room, barren of all comforts, but un- 
tenanted at this moment ; although, at other times it 
was shared by a Sister. Here she stood looking from 
the narrow window, on the glorious signs of dawn 
over that land, famed not only in song and poetry> 
nor alone in Ancient History and its epic deeds, but 
sanctified to the Christian thinker, by the pages of 
Holy Writ. 

But at this moment, she dreamed not, as often, of 
its possible regeneration, she thought not of its great 
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political importance, nor of how far men might be, 
unconsciously, helping to work out prophetic truths 
in this our day— truths far transcending their finite 
consideration, whether of the State, or the Stock 
Exchange. 

She believed in something more than the possi- 
bility of all this in the aspect of affairs in the East ; 
but at this moment her heart was simply filled with 
sorrow for suffering humanity. Those who trumpet 
forth their views on the questions of the day, as 
world-wide, might have denounced this limitation as 
something paltry, or small; but, if there be any 
virtue in their extended philanthropy— from whence 
comes it P Into what does it resolve itself? What 
is the great problem which one— very God and very 
man— came down from high Heaven, to live, suffer, 
and die in this Eastern land, to solve ? 

And He hath said, ''Better that a mill-stone be 
tied round your neck and ye be cast into the depths 
of the sea, than that ye offend one of these littk 
ones" "It is not the will of your Father that one 
of tjiese should perish/' 



The morning light dawned over the land of pro- 
mise, and it revealed the ghastly sights of a recent 
battle field. These things must be — what their 
end ? But the sister could not even yet seek the 
rest she needed so much. Just as she was about to 
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prepare for a few hoar's repose wherewith her 
strength, so much needed, might be recruited, a 
knock was heard at her door. 

Going forward to open it, she found a soldier 
standing on the threshold. His cap was doffed, but 
he looked haggard, while his dress was soiled and 
disordered by travelling, or some emergency which 
prevented the attention to it, considered at other 
times as part of his duty. 

But it was not on his stained and dusty garments 
that Beatrice looked; her eye, familiar with grief, 
rested on the troubled countenance thus suddenly 
brought before her. 

'^Pardon me. Miss Lester,'^ began the man in 
a rough but broken voice. ''I beg your pardon, my 
lady — and Pm sure I don't know how I can do it — 
but here — here," and now his power of speech was 
almost gone, " here's a letter from my master to 
you.'' 

And he held towards her, in a large, rough, but 
trembling hand, a rather crumpled note. 

*' My good friend I" exclaimed Beatrice, (for sor- 
row made her not only the 'friend' but the sister of 
all) " but who is your master ?" 

''Oh !" groaned the man, "Oh !— he's dead— he's 
dead ! The kindest and the best that ever was." 

" Who ?" faintly asked Beatrice, for her trembling 
fingers scarcely permitted her to open the note. 
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"Captain Villars/' answered the man, turning 
against the wall, and burying his face in his large 
hands, through the fingers of which the tears came 
streaming. 

''AhT' gasped Miss Lester, shocked beyond ex- 
pression. '* What I — Charles — do you mean, Charles 
ViUarsr 

" Aye, that I do f sobbed the poor fellow, as if his 
heart would break. Beatrice went and fetched a 
chair, which she placed beside him, touching his 
arm, though her own t.ears coursed each other down 
her thin pale cheeks, while she motioned to him to 
rest. 

Then, withdrawing into her own room, and seat- 
ing herself on the side of her bed, she tremulously 
broke the seal of the note, and read. 

" My dear Miss Lester, 
'^ K you ever receive these few lines you will know 
that I am dead. I don't fear death, but I do wish 
now, that I had thought more of some things 
about which you used in old times, to talk to me in 
a way more pleasant than others ever did. But you 
know that, after all, I am not much use on earth. 
You know that I am shut out from paths where— 
from every way, I mean, but my present career; 
and, to say the truth, that is not much to my 
mind. I have tried to think a great deal of glory. 
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and I am sure I would wiUiBgly gire my life for 
my country; but, somehow, I do not think I ever 
thoroughly realized a soldier^s vocation. I never 
relished it heartily, you know ; less indeed in 
time of peace, than even among all our miseries 
here; that I can say from my heart, and as if 
speaking from my grave, as I shall be (if they 
can manage to find me a few feet of mother earth) 
when you get this letter. So, my dear Miss Lester, 
you, who always did the generous and kind thing by 
everybody, don't let them ever think at home, that I 
shrunk from difficulty or danger, because I shall 
never be, and have never been a coward ; only give 
my love to them (indeed I never felt so much for 
any of them before) and tell them how much I 
thought of them all this last night of my life. 

'' I used once to feel a bitterness against them, 
because, without any will of my own, I was put into 
this profession ; but all that is gone by ; as well as 
the times and scenes when the disparity of my means 
and position as a younger son was painfrdly, and 
even insultingly, forced upon me. I don't feel any- 
thing of that sort now; but if you ever get your 
rights again (for I cannot help thinking Sir Sichard 
Lester has usurped them), you, I know, will never 
cease to exercise the kindness which always soothed 
and made me feel more like a Christian man in old 
times — ^to exercise it, I mean, towards those who are 
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situated as T was ; for, believe me, there are many 
excuses for the faults of which they may be guilty. 
But why do I say this to you ? for when were you 
ever required, and found wanting? I am sure T 
scarcely know, except that it is a pleasure to fancy T 
am talking to you. To-night you are strangely with 
me. I try to think of other people; I try to get 
up my spirits by recollecting other scenes in which 
you could possibly bear no part— but you are ever 
present with me I Porgive me, dear Miss Lester, 
for such an intrusion as this on your time and 
patience ; but — one thing more. If you ever ''get 
back to England, will you find out, and comfort, a 
poor little girl I have known, loved, and been 
obliged to leave there ? She lives in — — Street ; 
at the corner house by the Square. I know, ac- 
cording to the world's belief and practice, I am 
making bold to ask a very wrong thing; but that 
you are not of that world, and never were (though 
once its brightest ornament), I believe, because 1 
have heard, often, of your succouring and saving 
even such as this one, among your own sex, 
who have strayed. Oh I it was not, indeed it was 
not, her fault. Poor little thing! She did not 
know the evil to which I was leading her. She 
loved me, and that was all her sin, as it is now 
my misery— more especially as— as— we have a 
child. 
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*' If you had but seen her grief when I came away ! 
If you had felt how he pressed his little arms round 
my neck that morning ! 

" I never look at my epaulettes^ but I think of him 
—bless his heart; for their brightness pleased him^ 
and distracted him from his sorrow— the whole extent, 
of which he did not know. But, you will see to these 
dear ones, will you not, oh, kind Miss Lester I You 
will not shrink from them, as everybody else in the cold 
wide world will ? Oh ! I can devise no better fate for 
Lisette than that she should know you ! All will then 
be right. And now • . . . farewell .... good bye, 
dear Miss Lester. Good bye, not as formerly, after 
our pleasant chats, but for ever; and yet, perhaps, 
not for ever? Sometime— somewhere— ah! that I 
may meet you and ihemt I have enclosed a lock of 
my hair ; you well know for whom. 

''Tour affectionate friend, 

''Chaeles Villaes.'^ 

And at the feet of Beatrice had fallen, a light 
curling lock, which the poor feUow had clumsily at- 
tempted to wrap up in some tissue paper. The sight 
of it recalled his youthful head, now laid in a shallow 
and gory grave, and the fair frank face around which 
it, with many others, was wont to cluster. Beatrice 
reverently picked it up, and put it away in her desk 
with the letter, which was bedewed with her tears ; 
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then, with trembling limbs, and a voice almost in- 
articulate with sorrow, but eloquent of a mutual 
grief, she turned to comfort the poor soldier, who 
had been a faithful servant to her dead friend. 



Afterwards, when he had gone, and the sun had 
risen high in the blue sky, even then the hospital 
nurse, could find no time for rest. Knowing that 
there would be a possibility of sending out letters in 
the course of the day, (for she had written several 
for the poor men) she sat down and addressed a 
long one to Mrs. Seymour. Its pj^es were not 
filled with the harrowing sights among which the 
writer dwelt, nor did they only speak of her deep 
kwrc for her never forgotten "Madre,'' though 
every sentence somehow breathed it; but the pur- 
port of this epistle was U> implore her assistance 
in carrying out the dying wish of poor Charlie Vil- 
lar&; to entreat her to go to the mother and child 
he bad mentioned, that the new» of his^ death might 
be tendedy broken to them ere the newspapers could 
suddenly amiouiiee it ; and then Beatrice condttded 
by recommending these bereaved axhl helpless ones to 
thfi love and carQ> which she knew, if only exercised 
foe her sake, would never fail them. At last, with- a 
tear from her inmost and loving hearty she enclosed 
the lock of hair. 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

Letter from Corfu — Charity Perplexed. 

About six weeks after the events recorded in the 
last chapter, weeks of suffering and misery which can 
never be effaced from English history, Beatrice 
received another epistle. But this time, it was 
not from any of those who often, in various ways, 
were claiming her assistance and sympathy around 
her. Its post-mark was from Corfu. This for a 
moment, surprised her ; but her head was so weary, 
and her heart so heavy, after a day in which every 
faculty had been strained to the uttermost, that, 
although the hand-writing was vaguely associated with 
some scene or person in her past life, her curiosity 
was not sufficiently excited to open it. Imme- 
diate claims upon her attention were paramount; and 
she knew that this could have nothing to do 
with her present, all-absorbing duties. 

So the letter lay, for a little time, unheeded and 
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unopened. At last, she took it up with the inten- 
tion of reading it, ere returning to her duties in 
the ward, from which this had been a short ap- 
parent reprieve. A reprieve? In what does such 
consist in a life like hers ! — Where its refuge but in 
Prayer ? Nothing was permitted, if not in the form 
of some emergency, to intrude on the short but most 
precious intervals ; for were they not dedicated still 
to the service of others ? 

But, at last, snatching one instant for private 
concerns, ere returning to her post, she remembered 
the letter, and — opened it. Ah ! how was it pos- 
sible that she had permitted it to remain so long ! 

It was from Eustace Neville. It stated that, 
through the influence, or rather the express wish of 
the new CJolonial Minister, he had been appointed 
Government Secretary in Corfu; that, he had ac- 
cepted it very much against his will excepting for one 
advantage which might ensue— benefit to the health 
of his wife. Then, with deep feeling, but a feeling 
beyond the need of many words to express, he went 
on to say that she, his beloved Amy, was suffering ; 
that she was about to become a mother ; but if any- 
thing could restore her to health, or conduce to her 
safety in the fast approaching hour of danger, it 
would be the presence of— Beatrice Lester. For 
this she continually prayed; that she could know no 
rest until her ardent desire to behold her former 

s 2 
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friend might be gratified. That nothing less than 
this could plead his apology for presuming to 
beseech^ as this ktter concluded by doing, that the 
hospital nurse would lose no time in responding 
personally^ to this urgent appeal to hef private 
Charity. 

What could be done P Beatrice had trained an 
intelligent female to act according to h^ views i3i 
the Hospital, and immediately she remembered this 
fact with fervent gratitude. Otherwise^ what would 
become of her poor patients during h^ absence P 
Short it might be ; but time, in matters (A life and 
death like those beneath her charge, is not a question 
of days or hours. A moment lost is an eternity 
gained. But, though she thought of cabers first, her 
own heart was stricken with angui^ and anxiety as 
to the fate of her beloved friend. Amy. The course 
she thought right to pursue, was rapidly decided ; 
but it was with tottering feet, and a face wan and 
pale as that of the dead, that she sought, and ob- 
tained a sanction for a temporary withdrawal bom 
the duties tg which she had given, her all of strength, 
health, and energy. 
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CHAPTER XL. 

The Ionian Island — ^The Young Wife— The Unrecognized Guest — 
Corruption Reflected — Binuingham Idols — John Cassell. 

In due time, Beatrice Lester arrived in Corfa. 
When the island> recalling the deeds and legends of 
aid history, iaxjse to her view from the blue ocean 
whi6h seems to tefleet the sky above it, her heart 
failed her. Alone, ihe sat on the deck of the vessel, 
but neither the mountains, as their niisty outline 
oould be tistcti against the horizon, nor the lesser 
hills jtist dis0(!rnible> nor thoughts 6i the past in 
connection with the tockj regions of Salvador 
daimed her attention. Shaken by recent and terri- 
ble scenes &t the seat of war> reduced by constant 
and over-exertion to a state of extretne bodily weak- 
ness, even her mind was io jirostrated for the time, 
that hope could scarcely struggle through the dark 
dread by which it was encompassed * that she should 
have arrived too late ^ that Amy had died with the 
earnest wish for her presence^ ungratified. 

But a blessed relief ensued^ when Amy herself, in 
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a beautiful abode in a strange land^ sprung for- 
ward to welcome her. *' Oh ! she had come, yes, 
come at last! How should she ever thank her 
for this best proof of all her gentle kindness ! 
Ah! she felt now as if light and peace were 
within the dwelling — as if danger could never come 
near V' 

But, when the joung hostess released her guest 
from her fond embrace, and they looked at each 
other, it was her turn to understand a friend's 
anxiety. Could this pale, wan woman, be the once 
bright and beautiful Beatrice Lester? Amy could 
not repress an exclamation of dismay. 

'^Yoa find me so much altered, darling?*' asked 
Beatrice, with a smile, and in a voice which had lost 
nothing of its sweetness. And, with an intense 
feeling of relief and admiration she gazed on the 
lovely creature before her. It seemed like a dream 
that this should be the invalid of whom Eustace had 
written ; her exquisite loveliness transcended even all 
that Miss Lester had ever admired in the world of 
which female beauty forms an important element; 
besides which, during the interval, since she had 
visited the Convent, she had gained much in grace. 
Her manner (the word is distasteful but expressive) 
bespoke the happy consciousness of an assured social 
position and its consequences on a young and timid 
woman ; but, even more than this, it told of home 
happiness, and the sweet joy of knowing herself the 
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beloved and cherished one of the man to whom, from 
childhood, she had been devoted. 

'' How much you must have gone through Y* at 
length exclaimed Amy ; and then she added : " But 
perhaps it is the dress which helps to make you 
look 30 — so— " 

"Dreadful !" put in Beatrice, with a real laugh, 
the first which had escaped her for months, ^^ But I 
will change it if jou wish,^' she continuedj " although 
I confess that wliile my Scutari Mission lasts (and 
that will be until there is happily no more occasion 
for my poor services) I like to adhere to it as much 
as possible. It reminds me of the solemn vow which 
is upon me."** 

But Miss Lester was not arrayed precisely as when 
the Duchess had deplored her costume at the convent. 
Her unobtrusive nature would not permit her to pro- 
claim herself to this new section of the world, in the 
scarlet letters of ' Hospital Nurse/ which had long 
gleamed across her bosom i but she was arrayed in a 
mauner which signified that society must, for the 
present, be abjured by her; and anybody who 
remembered her queen- like graccj and the head which 
seemed born to command, could not faO to be struck 
by the change which the white cap and serge robe 
effected. But, after all, what were these to the hollow 
cheeks and painfal signs of suffering visible in her 
whole face and form ? 

«Koj" sighed Amy, "I do not wish you to change 
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it ibr my unwoithj sake, Beatrice; hnt whftt do yon 
mean by a vow ?'* 

"Nothing of the literal natitte at which people 
are so prone to take alarm/' answered Miss Lester^ 
smiling, "but merely a dedication to an object 
serious enough never to be forgotten. There are 
certain duties/' she added, gravely, ''which none 
may dare to take up, or lay down, lightly. Caprice, 
in some cases, is not only unjustifiable but unhallowed. 
And remember, if, among women especially, a great 
principle is being experimentalized, they must be 
(^H'eful not to let personal Considerations prevail over 
it.'' 

"So as not to give the enemy occasion to 
triumph,'^ rejoined Amy. 

But at this, she sprung up i^in with joyous 
exdamation. Her husband had entered, and she 
now led him toirards Miss Liester, who was seated by 
a large open window, looking towards the distant 
hills, upon the olive groves of which the shadow d 
evening was gently descending. 

But he did not recognize the guest. Yet, when 
she turned, and with it smile said, as she extended 
her thin hand. 

^ This is Uie second time in my life I have had to 
recall myself to you, Mr. Neville j*' the memory 
flashed back to him of when, and how, she had 
sought and found his Amy and himself in Bermond* 
sqr nearly five years ago. Men have not so much 
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tact as women m such matters, and Eustace be- 
gan to apologize — the worst thing he 6ould do. 

Bat, as there had been no self love to injure, the 
visitor soon set him at his ease, by beginning to 
remark on the island in which they found themselves. 

She spoke of what she had heard of the industry 
of the Cephalonians in turning every spot to account 
in their Black Mountain, in contrast with the indolence 
of the Corfiot« ; of the desire for ' something new^by 
which, she had read, the people of this island, like 
the Greek in old time, are afSicted. 

"And above all,'' answered Eustace, "above all 
these evils in this beautiful isle, an isle intended by 
bountiful nature to be fertile and productive, is the 
place hunting of the upper clashes. I do assure 
you, Miss Lester, that the horrors erf which we have 
too abundant proofs in England, ab to this system of 
corruption, and the full impracticable force of which 
you must have fSelt at Scutari or Koulali, are reflected 
in miniature, by what you may behold here^ 

" The very language has become impure through 
selfishness and servility : its want of reform is puzzling 
to men of science who desire to express themselves 
in it with technical precision/' 

"And alas!" exclaimed Beatrice, "that such 
should be the case because of intermixture with the 
Italian!" . . 

"Yes," returned Mr. Neville, "the 'most noble' 

8 3 
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as the leaders of this little world are called^ are of 
Italian descent/' 

The southern blood of his listener rose at the impu- 
tation; in a minute, however, she said calmly— 

'' But look at the depressed mother-land, and then, 
wonder if you can, a< the degradation of some of her 
sons in other places/' 

" It is a grand question,'' returned Eustace, " and 
one in which you take, naturally, an intense interest, 
of what they would be capable if despotism were re- 
moved/' 

''And, by the bye," put in his wife, "with what 
joy you must have welcomed our Sardinian allies in 
the Crimea." 

Beatrice looked an eloquent assent. 

" Yes," she gently replied, " their adhesion is one 
of the significant and hopeful signs of the times. 
But yet," she continued, ''the magnitude of the 
great question which remains to be settled there, 
scarcely admits even the claims of one country over 
another. It is a war of principles in which the 
whole earth is involved." 

"Of truth and freedom, against despotism and 
superstition," added Eustace, turning to his wife as 
if in explanation. 

"But in the meanwhile/' she rejoined, for her 
intelligence was quickened by her love, "in the 
meanwhile, what a deplorable, though, perhaps, 
ludicrous fact ; that of the Birmingham Idol Trade" 
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Beatrice looked astonished. 

''What do you mean ?'' she asked. 

"You forget, dear Amy/' said Eustace, ''that 
Miss Lester may not have recently seen the news- 
papers f then, turning towardsBeatrice, he continued. 
"There has ktely, so it is reported, been an ad- 
vertisement in Hindustani of ' Idols for sale, of Bir- 
mingham manufacture,' which, after proclaiming the 
names and qualifications of the gods, concludes with 
'smaller demi-gods, and minor demons in every 
variety. No credit, and discount allowed for ready 
money.' " 

"Abominable !" exclaimed Beatrice, who, if she sus- 
pected a hoax, could see no joke in the fatal fact of 
which it was significant. 

"But scarcely more so," rejoined Mr. Neville, 
" than the money-worshippers of England providing 
our enemies with arms." 

" The old leaven !" she sighed, " oh ! when will it 
be done away with 1" 

"Talking of newspapers," resumed Mr. Neville. 
" What a boon you must have found them in the 
hospitals 1" 

"Yes, indeed," she earnestly replied, "every old 
journal has been welcome among us. But those, 
perhaps, which most rejoiced the men, were some 
emanating from one of their own class; the publica- 
tions of John Cassell." 

" Excellent fellow 1^^ exclaimed Eustace, with 
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enthusiasm; "I am proud to say I have shaken 
him by the hand. Learning to read was the gate 
which opened to him the road of such vast achieve- 
maits. But, instead of the petty vanity of many 
self-taught men, he has signally illustrated one proof 
of a pure and immortal nature — ^that the more it 
knows, the further off it seems, to itself, from the 
realization of all knowledge and wisdom/^ 

*' Thus r exclaimedBealrioe, "is the finite absorbed 
in the infinite/' 

'' Losing itself in the sublime contemplation,'' 
continued Mr. Neville; "but recognizing with 
humility and joy, how Heaven deigns to work by 
human instrumentality." 

Beatrice remembered her conversation with the 
so-called Major on this very subject, and the subtle 
and one-sided view he introduced ; but she was silent. 

'^ Well," resumed Mr. Neville, turning towards 
his Mrife, as if he wished her to understand, '' this 
John Cassell, dearest Amy, has never ceased to turn 
bis individuality into good aooount for the sendee of 
others. He has not only dissipated the clouds of 
ignorance among the poor, but he has attacked, siw- 
cessfully, the strongholds of sceptic»m in which a 
half knowledge .fancies it can find a refuge. Nor 
has a popular success been denied to this energetic 
Ghrisdan man ; for, by one work of his, have 
several men, self-educated like their leader, (only 
tiiat he i»vtr knew the advt^tage of having the 
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road made smooth to his feet^ as by himself for 
others), several such men, risen from the lower 
classes, have matriculated at the London University. 
And so. Miss Lester,^' he concluded, once more 
addressing himself to her, '' we must hope that edu- 
cation on first and best principles, will be the puri- 
fier by which the money-leaven of England will be 
done away with/' 

" And in the meanwhile,'' resumed Amy, whose 
thoughts Were ever sure to return to their centre, 
(indeed they were only irradiations from it), *' in 
the meanwhile. Sir William Momington has given 
my husband enough work to do in this fair island." 

" Tes," said he, fondly smiling on her, " there is 
much to do here ; but even the Greek clergy, if theit 
faith were brought back to its original purity, would 
be of efficient service and much assistance ; it had 
been observed and not unjustly, that though ' CentU-^ 
ries have p^sed away, though the temple of Delphi, 
has disappeared from the face of the earth, and the 
votive offerings serve but as an anecdote, the supei'- 
dtition of the Corfiot is still the same.' " 

'' But still,*' said Beatrice, " the British have 
effected much, in sanitary reform at all events/' 

" Most certdnly," was the hearty response, and 
he might have added with truth, that in the Ionian 
Isles, as elsewhere, the good has been achieved by 
individuals. 
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CHAPTEE XLI. 

Fading Joy— Petunt't "Festa"— A Procettion— Painful Pro- 
mites— A Corfiot Byening— The Night Watch— Trembling of 
the Earth — The Unfamiliar Cry — Unknown, but Loved — 
Mother asd Babe. 

But the joy of Beatrice Lester, in her first obser- 
vation of Amy, was soon overcast by that which 
leisure and freedom from a transitory excitement 
permitted. Gradually, she began to participate in 
the extreme anxiety of her husband respecting her, 
which was expressed so keenly in the letter which 
had summoned her hither. This feeling oppressed 
Beatrice, more especially when she was alone with 
Mrs. Neville; then, the extreme languor of some 
physical debility, (incompatible with the brilliant 
hue of her cheek, but a hue offcen giving place to 
sudden extreme pallor in a manner unaccountable, 
—but by one dread word from which the tender 
friend and companion shrunk in awe ;) was evident 
in every tone and movement. 

Consumption I Oh— dire sound to English ears. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



OE CHABJTI. 399 

But no — argued Beatrice to herself, with an 
attempt at self-deception, the bitterness of which 
none can know who have never tried to hope against 
hope. 

''It is not possible. She scarcely coughs at 
aU/' 

But soon, Amy told her, that, ere her arrival in 
this latitude, she had been the victim to ' a horrible 
cough which did not permit her to rest night or 
day/ So far the change had been beneficial. Then 
again, at times, it was difficult not to believe in a 
permanent and perfect cure ; for the invalid (if you 
could scarcely call her so) became so bright and 
animated; this especially, and most frequently, in 
the presence of her husband. Then, nothing but 
his love for her could seem to excuse his evident 
anxiety. 

Amy would nestle down beside him when he 
returned from his arduous duties, (arduous, because 
conscientiously performed) and invite him to tell her 
of his day's experience, like a child who desires some 
tale from loving lips to charm it. Or, she would 
endeavour, in her simple way, to bring about some 
conversation between Eustace and Beatrice, to which 
she would listen with delight, especially if pertaining 
to the legendary lore of the Ionian past. 

One day, when Eustace was absent, she 
expressed a wish to occupy a room which they 
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seldom Areqtiented^ but which wats hong with some 
ver/ exquisite ptodoctions of her husband's art. 
For a time^ she gazed on these ; and then kK>k«d 
forth from her couch^ which was drawn towards the 
windowi to the road 61 which^ beyond an exquisite 
flower garden that had been arranged expressly for 
her under the direction of Eustace, it commanded a 
vi«w* She watched, with evident pleasure, a festive 
group. It was some bright day in the calendar of 
Cottn, and the peasantry cao^ forth in picturesque 
array. These were on their way to the olive groves, 
which cast their shade in the back-ground; there, 
they Would dance the fiomuca; and Aow, with the 
swift feet of innocent happiness, they passed along 
in costumes of bright variety. These native garbs 
are not to be despised^ Those who have travelled 
much out of England, know not only their value of 
beauty to the eye, but the local virtues, and whole- 
some family traditions of which ihffj form no 
unimportant part. 

Sometimes, cettaih ornaments and articles of 
apparel) go down from one generation to another 
with the fine luien which good and pious maidens, 
or gentle but thrifty matrons, have spun. These 
heir> looms in the house of the humble, are honour^ 
able and conservative of il» bebt and purest principles. 
Very different indeed to the faded finery, the 
slatternly attempts at something beyond them, so 
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often evmoed by the EngKsh t)f the same class, to 
whom hame k bat the expedient for « hand to 
month existenbe. 

Amy NeviUe sn^ested these reflections to 
Beatrice, by h» pleased remarks of the coloured 
jackets, the ishort but white and beautifully worked 
petticoats, and pretty shoes, in which the women 
were clad. The head-gear r^ninded Miss Lest^ 
of a Boman peasant, und recalled to her compa- 
nion the idea of an English bride. But Amy had 
never worn sudi^ Her only veil had been, on the 
great occasion of her life, the long flowing hair 
which was now tinged with a greater brightness 
Umlu ever by the Ckiental sunshine, which «eemed to 
form a golden halo around her youthful head. 

Some time afterwards, when the merriment of 
Miose gomg to the Eesta had died away; the soft 
breeze wafted new edioes to the room in which sat 
Beatrice and Amy. 

The sounds which now reached them were very 
sweet, but very solemn— like those of the tones 
heard beneath the vast and vaulted roof of somte 
fine kAA Cathedral. Hushed and attentive, they 
bent forward to listen ; and presently, winding round 
the road, a procession appeared in view ... * rivetting 
their whole and reverential observation^ 

Ifirst came a priest, chanting a requiem> but 
dressed, as if he too were assisting at a festival. 
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Then, a number of young boys, whose office 
seemed not only choral; for in their hands they 
carried tapers and banners. Afterwards, slowly and 
with measured steps, was borne aloft an open bier on 
which was stretched a young girl, carefully arrayed 
in such garments as she might have worn if going 
to her bridal, and covered with flowers. The corpse 
was followed by a train of mourners, among whom it 
was not difficult to identify two— the mother and 
the lover. 

Solemnly and leisurely the procession moved 
onward, the chaunt more deeply and divinely intoned 
than ever. 

Beatrice dreaded the effect of this scene on her 
friend ; gently, she tried to withdraw her from the 
window ; but Amy sat as one entranced, her eyes 
following every movement of the group with a 
strange brightness, her rosy lips apart, as if listening 
for every sound, and the golden halo still around her 
head. 

Presently, with closed eyelids, and clasped hands, 
she sank back on the soft cusj^ons of the couch on 
which she reposed, but her friend hesitated to disturb 
her. The gentle heavings of her bosom, the bril- 
liant but soft hue of her transparent cheek, and the 
composed attitude of her small white hands, as they 
lay crossed on her chest, made her watchful guardian 
almost hopeful that she slept. 
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But no. In a few minutes, the large blue eyes 
were again opened; and, with a sweet smile, she 
beckoned Beatrice Lester towards her. Then, in a 
voice soft and low, she said : 

" But you will take care that / am not buried 
herer 

Her companion started ; she was about to speak, 
but Amy interrupted, 

" I should like to be taken to England,'' she con- 
•tinned, almost in a whisper, '' and please let me lie 
by the side of his mother, and near my father and 
Charlie's Cross. I cannot speak to Eustace about it, 
because 1 know that it would afflict him so much ; 
but you will see to all this, and everything required, 
I know you will." 

" I will do every thing you wish," said Beatrice, 
infinitely shocked, "but to-day, dearest Amy, you 
are depressed ; you must not allow your thoughts to 
dwell " 

" Oh ! this is not the first time, dear friend f re- 
plied she, in a voice slightly tremulous, " and I am 
not depressed, no— no; only too happy — ah I so 
happy." And again her large eyes seemed to float in 
liquid ecstacy ; but, suddenly that strange livid hue, 
before observed, returned to her cheek, while she 
gasped as if in want of air. 

"Give me those flowers," she gasped, pointing to a 
splendid bouquet, which her husband had placed 
beside her in the early morning. 
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Beatrice presented them to her. ** But^ I can hardlj 
discern their delicioos perfame/^ she said^ in a low 
voice, though gazing fondly on them, while her small 
fingers played amongst the soft leaves^ and con- 
trasted with the gorgeous tints of the blossoms, *" but 
— but— I like to look on them/' Then after a 
pause, '' Let them grow over my grave — not here— 
oh no !— not like these ! But simple English flowers, 
like those I bought from the man— when— when — 
we lived in the narrow street in Bermondsey— he 
will know their names— he will remember/* 

And then she closed her eyes again as if in sweet 
repose. Her mind, however, was far away; it had 
gone back to that lonely mght, when she had held 
the withered remains of those flowers in her hand ; 
and had sunk on her knees in the squalid attic, on 
hearing the chimes of the London church clocks. 

Most lovingly, and prayerfully was she watched. 
At last, she resumed, taking the hand of Beatrice, 
who Was close beside her. 

" And yd; they are better off here than there, (in 
London I mean before the new law,) because here, you 
know, they are not buried like that within the walls of 
cities. Ah Charlie ! dftrlitig brother Charlie ! Oh ! he 
was so good, Beatrice. You would have loved him so I 
But, after aU, what matters ? What need I care, as 
Eustace once said^ about that dreadful grave*yard— 
because— becaiise he is not there, you know :— and 
leaving off suddenly, she raised her eyes td tiie blue 6ky, 
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in commune, which her companion, whose tears fell, 
as she turned awaj, would not have daied to break. 



The evening closed oppressively. To the stifling 
atmosphere around them, the anxious husband and 
friend would fain have attributed the alternate rest- 
iessmess and exhaustion evident in Amy.. They tried 
to talk, that her attention might be diverted, as was 
their wont ; but it was evident that the delight she so 
often manifiested in listenitig to them, was beyond her 
or their bidding to-night, and the effort so painful 
was resigned. Tet she did not seem inclined to 
retire to rest ; when it was proposed that she should 
do so, she invariably shoot her head, and gazed on 
the distant hills, illumined by the moon, which had 
risen in the azure arch of heaven above them. She 
seemed never tired of the mountain outline as revealeA 
by this silvery light ; while her ardent gaze was occa- 
sionally lifted still higher as if it fain would pierce 
the bright but distant stars. Her husband sat beside 
her. Her hand reposed in his. At last she said. 

''Kiss me, dearest Eustace; and then I think 
I should like to say ' good-night.^ '' 

''Tou will be better to-morrow, darling,^^ he 
fondly said, as he lifted her in his arms to carry her 
up-stairs. 

" Tes," she anawered, with a smile. "Yes, I am 
sure I shall, to-morrow/' 
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Beatrice watched them from the apartment ; and 
after they had gone, a knell seemed to sound in her 
own heart, and she wept bitterly. 

But not wishing Eustace to return and find her in 
tears, which she could not explain without causing 
him acute anguish, she retired to her own apartment. 
Tet she did not lie down. The house was built after 
the old Venetian fashion, and she stepped out on the 
stone balcony. There, too, she gazed on the moun- 
tains, the oUve groves in the valleys beneath, the 
silvery moon, and large bright stars. The landscape 
before her was grand and solemn beneath their light, 
and it helped to compose her agitated spirit. But 
there was a sublime metaphor in all she beheld, and 
her reverie on holy things stretched far into the 
night. How long it had continued, however, she 
knew not, when a soft but distinct tap at her chamber 
door aroused her. Opening it, she beheld Eustace 
Neville. 

*' Oh ! come with me. Miss Lester,'' he exclaimed, 
in agitation almost breathless. ''Come; she, my 
wife, my Amy, is very— very ill.'' 

Alarmed, she obeyed ; and together they hurried 
down the corridor, heavy and quaint with old Italian 
carving, and entered the invalid's sleeping room. 

The best medical man which the island could 
produce, who had, for some time past, been in daily 
attendance on Mrs. Neville, soon followed them. 
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On the bed lay Amy ; but she was at that moment 
quite calm, and looked again, as in the morning, 
inclined to sleep. But to this temporary lull suc- 
ceeded the dismay of extreme bodily anguish ; and, 
in that awful hour, the room in which they stood 
seemed to tremble. Beatrice imagined it was but 
the action of her own excited fancy, though Eustace 
looked at her significantly with his finger on his lips, 
and glancing towards the bed, as if fearful of any 
alarm to the beloved one who was outstretched 
upon it. 

"An earthquake,^^ whispered the Doctor; but, though 
startled and appalled for the instant, she soon forgot 
the strange, portentous signs of earth's convulsions, 
although that night the sea around them was up- 
heaved ; and many, even in other lands, remembered 
"the distress of nations, and the earthquakes in 
divers places,^' that have been foretold. But the 
shock passed over before the concentrated anxiety in 
that one chamber of Ck)rfu was relaxed in its most 
agonizing tension. 

At last, just as the glorious sun was rising from 
behind the mountains, the cry of a new-bom babe 
was heard within the room. Oh I blessed sound ! 
Blessed to the father, who has longed for it— prayed 
for it ; blessed to the Mend whose heart is smitten 
with the sight of so much suffering in a tender frame, 
over which she has long and lovingly watched— and 
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blessed above all that words can describe^ to the 
mother, who is brought back feom tl\e *' valley of thc^ 
shadow of a dreadful death'' by that small voice;, so 
precious^, so unspeakably welcome^ yet sq unfamiliar 
Iq her ear. 

** Ah ! let me see it V* she cried^j " if once, i^ o^^lj 
Quce, let me look on it/' 

''In a minute. Amy," said Beatrice, bending 
down, '' in a minute ; but hush^ darling I be quiet 
I beseech you^ for your sake, for your husband's, for 
hersr 

" A girl ?" exclaimed the young mother. " Oh ! 
have I really a daughter ?" 

But her friend interdicted, though with a sweet 
smile of tender assent, any further conversation. 

An hour had passed, and Amy had seen her child* 
Her husband had shewn it to her, as it nestled in 
his strong arms. Afterwards, she had fallen asleep; 
but, nevertheles9j» the Doctor nevei^ quitted hjsf 
^artment. 

Very beautiful she looked as she lay there,^ witl^ 
her arms crossed on her boson^ as wa3. her fjrequent 
attitude in repose. Her long, golden hair strea^i;)^ 
over the white pillows in a maas^^ of luxui;iant.ringliQt^ 
whi^e a delicate hue, like the inside of a sea?shel]^ 
or blush-rose,^ was visible on her fair cheeks. 

Her husband and friend were n^ur her j the baby> 
hs/t, new-born, delight, slepl^ its fi^ myste^ii^pa. sl^p 
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in the cradle^ decorated before for this purpose, by 
its fond mother's haitds, at the side of her bed. 

Presently Amy opened her eyes, and they rested 
with a deep and evident joy on the small, strange 
face which greeted them. Then, in a low voice, she 
said: 

" Husband— Beatrice, where are youP' 

In a moment they were both near her. The doc- 
tor also advanced. She looked upon him with a sort 
of gentle deprecation, and he withdrew again to- 
wards the window. Then she spoke, taking one of 
her husband^s hands between both her own. 

''Eustace— my dearest — my ever most beloved— 
I am going to leave you— but you will not grieve ; 
for that will aflBict me, love— more, much more, than 
I can tell you.'' 

Pale, horror-stricken, and uttering a low moan, he 
bent down towards her, he tried to embrace her, as if 
the strength of his love were powerful enough to 
keep her still with him on earth. 

''No— no,*' she softly said, with a seraphic smile. 
" I would not have it so, even were it possible.'' 

Then, turning to Beatrice, who was weeping, she 
also took her hand. 

"Ah! do not cry," she simply said, "I cannot 
bear to see it, kindest, truest, tenderest of all 
friends." Then she gasped, and with trembling 
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arms thej raised her in the bed^ idthoc^h she still 
firmly held their hands. 

^ Yes^ I am better now/' die said^ ia a low Toice^ 
tad with a deep sigh ; then, looking from one to the 
other. ^' Bat I have been dreaming/' she went on, 
'' oh ! it was a sweet, and wonderful dream — ^bat I 
know all now, and above all— how— how— wicked I 
have been — ihongh— though I am not at all afraid. 
Yet if yon both forgive me— you will— yes— you 
understand; for my sake, Beatrice will be » mothev 
to my child, as she was the fHend of the modierless 
Amy. Yes— so> so— kiss me, both ot you,'' and 
linking their handt together while she fdl back on 
the pillows— her eyes looked upwards for one mo-- 
ment in solenm radiant joy— and with a smile on her 
lips— Amy was dead. 



But let us not presume to gaze on the grief of 
those who stiU, hovering around, could scarcely 
beUeve it possible.^ The cry of his child awoke the 
bereaved father from his stupefaction; but the 
curtain has fallen, the room is darkened. This is no 
place for you or me; let us away. 

" Peace, come away ; the song of woe 
Is after aH an earthly song : 
Pence, come awsy ; we do her wrong 
To sing so wildly ; let as go." 
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CHAPTER XLII. 

Seyastopol taken— What the End ?— -English Cottage Home— 
" The Druid's Altar "—In the Midst of the Circle. 

At last the oft-repeated news was true. Sevastopol 
had fallen. The Te Deum resounded through 
Prance, and thanksgivings were offered up in Eng- 
land. Electricity had thrilled all Europe with 
the glorious intelligence, and the press descanted 
freely on the possible noble uses of such a victory, 
after the unheard-of sufferings which long had pre- 
vented its accomplishment. As my reader's friends 
had said in Corfu, 'the war had been a war of prin- 
ciples,' and now, now that it drew to an end, the 
induction of that which was really to be victorious 
was only commencing. 

Turkey herself was inclined to favour true liberty. 
Equality, even, had already been proclaimed by one 
of her Sultans. "Let protection be equally extended 
to every one ; let justice be equally distributed to 
every one, Mussulmans must only be distinguished 
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from other men at the mosques^ Christians at the 
church, and Jews at the synagogue/' had abeady 
been the political testament of even the Sultan 
Mahmoud. Then some even among sceptics, and slow 
of belief in the signs of the times, began to have 
faith in the possible regeneration of the East. Much 
had been done : Mussulmans had fought under 
Christians ; the blood of nations long opposed had 
been mingled. Could the tide be turned even by the 
materialism and stumbling-stones of the enlightened 
nineteenth century ? Then — whether true or not has 
never been decided-^ came a faint rumour of gold in 
the Crimea. Such a discovery would, indeed, as in 
Australia, help to strike the just balance of the world. 

But, in the meanwhile, if Bussia, as has been 
supposed, suppressed this mighty truth, or discouraged 
its report for her own purposes, let Europe learn 
therefrom the immense importance she attaches, 
and has always attached, to the possession of 
this tract of the world. Or even, if there be 
no auriferous strata in Tchatir Dagh, and despite 
the learned report of Dr. Maynard, the Caucasus 
is to remain untouched by the gold-finder, the 
Northern Autocrat has given abundant proof that, 
in another sense, he considers this part of Europe 
and Asia the way by which the kings of the East 
shall pass over to the possessions of vast temporal 
and eternal consequence. 

The East !— the land to which, from time imme- 
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morial^ all eyes have been tamed in expectation; 
the East ! Cradle of our blessed faith ; and stretching 
into Britain's vast possessions, what may be expected 
to arise there, even in this our day ? 

A few years ago, and the present aspect of affairs 
would have been declared by human short-sightedness 
a visionary impossibility. But, let the wonders 
working ia the whole circle of the world around us, 
teach us nationally and individually to prize Truth 
above all things, and to be especially careful to 
manifest it in ourselves. We know who is the 
father of lies ; but is there any reason to think that 
Evil is stronger than Good ? 

With all our armour bright and ready ; with 
steady, honest hearts, and eyes looking towards 
Heaven, and hands unfurling the banner of Truth, 
let us march unflinchingly forward, remembering 
that if He, the Almighty, be for us, none can be 
eventually against us ? 

* * * * 

One night in the November of 1855, an uncertain 
moonlight rested on the grey walls, the lofty turrets, 
and ancient portico of the Castle in Cornwall. It 
revealed all these for a minute; and then, dark 
masses of heavy cloud obscured the ray, and a gust 
of .wind (though unrefreshing, as the atmosphere 
was strangely oppressive for the season of the year) 
shook the branches of the large trees, and mingled 
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with the rush and roar of the dark, turbid river, and 
foaming cataract in the valley below. 

A venerable old man sat in the cottage near 
this fatal spot ; he sat in the little square parlour 
into which Beatrice had carried Ins dead grand-child 
long before. The same Bible was on the table ; but, 
despite his large spectacles, his eyes were too weak to 
read it. Tet, with its blessed words within his 
heart, what mattered it? But for these, the poor 
old man would have been very lonely and sorrowful 
that gloomy winter night. His home was filled 
with memories of the past, but there was nothing in 
the present to cheer or console him, either within its 
humble, narrow walls, or in the neighbourhood in 
which he had so long been located. Discontent was 
rife around him ; it rose from the mines, as in the 
old times of their owner, the late Baronet ; it moaned 
in the cottages, it was visible on the faces of their 
inhabitants. 

This was a Sunday night, and, for a wonder, Sir 
Richard Lester had appeared at church ; men whis* 
pered, as they walked home, that it was not for love 
of Heaven, but only to "brave them out/' and, 
truly, they had, during Service, quailed before his 
dark presence, as he stood, somewhat apart from the 
rest of the congregation, with the monumental 
effigies of some of his ancestors looming in the 
shade behind him. 
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69 the old maa «at in his cottage home, with hie 
grey head bent down ; and his mind went forth to 
other eeenes and personages of the past beyond 
those which once were enacted aronnd the ^npty 
hearth so cold and desolate beside him, or the 
lost dear ones who had occupied the vacant 
chairs now standing stiff and stark against the 
walls. He remembered his old master, to whose 
blighted life he had been faithful, and ihea he mut- 
tered : 

" Aye ; even he was better to the poor than this 
one/' 

7%en, suddenly rousing himself he gazed on the 
sampler which still hung on the wall before him, 
and tears found their painful way to his dim and 
aged eyes. 

''But she's at rest, anyhow,'' he murmured; then, 
glancing at the picture over the mantel-shelf of the 
little children b^ng brought to the Saviour's feet : 
'* And the boy, too," he added, in a shaking voice, 
"bless him I" 

Then, after a moment, a strange strength seemed 
to nerve his arm, for, when his suddenly clenched 
hand fell on the polished table, the veins thereof 
were swollen, and raised by something even more 
than time, age, and hard labour, which had 
knotted thenu 

''But I don't like him here," he muttered^ " He 
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lays claim on me for their sakes ; but he's as bad 
and worse for me to bear than that other on the top 
of the mount. I never need see that one/' he con- 
tinued, in a hissing whisper. "Fve refused his 
money, and bought from him the roof over mj 
head; but this man — ^I can't away with:— ah f 
looking at a large silver watch lying by the side of 
the Bible. ''Ah I so late I Tve been sitting long 
a-thinking to-night. What is it that can make him 
so late abroad, such weather as this P" 

For at that moment a peal of heavy thunder rever- 
berated over the roof. It resounded, also, over the 
heights. It seemed to shake even the very walls of 
the old castle. The lightning, too, flashed around 
it, and illumined, through the Cypress grove, the 
whole length of the picture gallery, and brought out, 
for one vivid moment, the portraits on its walls, 
rendering clearly visible the proud Lady Lester, who 
had resumed her place among them. Again, another 
flash ; it struck one of the trees overhanging the cata- 
ract, it played among the large and rocky projections 
above it, and seemed to mingle with the falling 
waters which gathered fresh force from the storm. 
Then, again the thunder ; pealing, crashing, echoing 
over height and through the vale ; and muttering as 
it died away in the distance among the lofty hills, 
at the foot of which, beneath the earth, men even 
now were toiling. 
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Behind the Castle, far away from any foot>path, was 
a huge heap of immense stones. How and when they 
were conveyed there, none ever knew ; though tradi- 
tion whispered of dark and mystic rites which, cen- 
turies and centuries since had been enacted on them. 
They were called the '^ Druid's Altar.'' Near them 
was an immense circle, formed also 'of large and 
rocky fragments. In the centre of this, amid the 
gloom and darkness which alternated with the vio- 
lence of the storm, stood the tall figure of a man; 
the outline just discernible beneath the shades of this 
tempestuous night, with his arms folded resolutely 
on his chest. 

The place was very lonely ; indeed, few would have 
ventured there after dark, even if it had not been, 
as it was, shut off from the approach of human 
footsteps. 

For a minute there was a portentous lull in the 
elements, but still the figure moved not ; then, once 
more, the distant outline of the Castle was wrapt in 
flame. It wreathed among the trees; it rested 
on the ancient altar, and it revealed the dark 
and sinister face of Sir Richard Lester. But 
lo— he was not alone. For, by some marvel, 
another man had sprung up beside him, and the 
forked lightning enabled them to recognize each 
other. Before the next peal of thunder had exhausted 
itself, a bright flash, but not from the heavens, had 
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shot round the large stones . • . and one figure onlj 
stood in their midst ; while^ a loud heavy report, as 
from a pistol resounded through the overcharged air. 
The next day. Sir Sichard Lester was found dead, 
stark, cold, within the circle. The grass around him 
was crimson, and still damp with the hlood which 
bad flowed fiom his heart. It was the old man from 
the cottage by the stream who discovered the body, 
but the unknown murderer had fled. 
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CHAPTER XLIIL 

The Duchett again— Cuiiodtj—News^A Little Stranger— Her 
Majesty's Pleasure. 

A ¥sw days after Christmas, the Duchess of 
Ayrton alighted from her carriage at a small 
house near the Convent she had once visited in 

Street. Just as she ascended the steps, the 

door opened, and a very beautiful young woman 
clothed in deep mourning and leading by the hand a 
little boy, whose black dress was contrasted by the 
long flaxen ringlets which fell upon it, and bearing 
a resemblance to poor Charlie Villars, descended them. 
The eyes of the young person were cast down as she 
passed, but the Duchess gazed after her as she 
walked away, struck not only by her loveliness but 
extreme pensiveness. 

In another minute her Grace stood in a room which 
seemed strangely contracted to her experience— in the 
presence of Mrs. Seymour. Most warmly was she 
welcomed; but, while they interchange the sanitary 
inquiries with which an EngL'sh interview usually 
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commences^ you, my reader, have time to look at the 
large old dog stretched on the hearth which seems 
too narrow for him, and the few exquisite pictures on 
the walls; these had been given by their painter, 
Beatrice Lester. One especially, you will identify; 
that of the solitary wanderer in a desolate and strange 
land. 

"Well, dear friend," said the Duchess, "I could 
not pass through London without a sight of you, and 
I am so anxious to hear some tidings of Beatrice— 
where is she— how is she ?'' 

Still in the Crimea," answered Mrs. Seymour with 
trembling voice, " but, as well, I fervently trust, as 
her duties and the great shock she must have sus- 
tained in the death of Amy Neville can permit her 
to be/' 

"Ahl that was a dreadful thing; so young, so 
loving, and lovely ; and then again, dear Mrs. Sey- 
mour, think of the irreparable loss we have sustained 
in Sir William Momington I That fact, and the 
perusal of that last ' angry scene,' as he called it, in 
the House, reminded me so painfully of a conversation 
Beatrice had with him long ago in Belgrave Square. 

"Ah, probably; that dear child's instincts were 
often almost prophetic." 

"Because they were true. But tell me, now that 
this dreadful war is over, when will she return P" 

"Soon, very soon, I trust," answered the Madre, 
earnestly; "but of the precise time I know not." 
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''Yet this awful tragedy in Cornwall, will surely 
help to guide her movements ?'^ 

''Not while auy work remains for her to do in the 
East/' 

"But is it not true that she will resume poss^s^ 
sion?'' 

" It is true that she is sole heiress ; the last sur- 
vivor of ier house and race/' 

"Well, that is a noble fact, as she will be sure to 
work it out for the good of the world ; but, pray 
pardon me, dear Mrs. Seymour, when I. ask if there 
be any truth ^in the dark stories which the news- 
papers are now so busily circulating respecting Sir 
Bichard Lester? Above all, has he ever been an 
Austrian agent ?" 

Mrs. Seymour did not answer. 

"My curiosity is rebuked by your silence,'' con- 
tinued the Duchess, " and yet I cannot refrain from 
telling you that Algernon Spenser (who, you know, 
changed into another regiment from that of poor 
Charlie Villars) declares that, long ago, he suspected 
there was something black about the so-called 
Major's antecedents ; for having introduced him at 
the snug house of a well-known money-lender, cer- 
tain glances, as of old acquaintance, passed, to his 
surprise, between them. Subsequently, he disco- 
vered for certain, that this money-lender was clerk 
many years ago in an old bank, a well-known for- 
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gery on which^ if all tales be true^ was connected 
with the mystery of Sir Bichard Lester's long absence 
from Europe and his father's misanthropy. The 
person of the money-lender was formerly known to 
Sir Bichard, though not his name; and the Ba- 
ronet had assumed another (though his grade in the 
Indian army, I believe, was fairly gained), but 
though long years had passed, they recognized each 
other ; and hence what a dreadful position for the 
Anglo-Indian, for he must have been in that man's 
power the whole of the interval, until, by some means 
and for reasons best known to herself Beatrice en- 
abled him to make restitution I And now," added, 
the Duchess^ ^' do pray tell me, is this story true or 
not?" 

But still, Mrs. Seymour was silent ; at last she said : 

''Let the dead rest. This much only can I tell 
you, that the late Sir Bichard Lester was not a good 
man." 

" But when he became a rich one," briskly con- 
tinued the Duchess, *' the world was only too glad to 
forget that. Even young Spenser never told this 
tale until he was gone for ever from it. And it is 
only now that these dreadful antecedents are dragged 
to Kght." 

''Alas ! that is too true I" was the reply, " the fact 
of society cringing to prosperity in the way it does, 
can scarcely by inveighed against too strongly." 
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''And that is whj we want a Beatrice Lester 
among us^ because she rejects such servility without 
throwing away her sex, or the power which philo- 
sophic folks begin to declare must be exercised by 
it to help on the reformation of the world.^' 

Then, reverting to the subject which evidently did 
pique her curiosity amazingly, she added, 

''But who could have been the murderer of that 
bad man ? Do you think it was the servant, of whom 
the papers speak • . . the servant, who had returned 
from Van Diemen's Land, where he had been trans- 
ported for the offence, in which his master was the 
principal P' 

"The man cannot be found," answered Mrs. 
Seymour. 

" I suppose,'' observed the Duchess, " that Sir 
Bichard, (who managed so cleverly to elude the law 
years ago), having nothing more to fear from him, 
resisted his extortion, as is surmised, and hence the 
issue/' 

But Mrs. Seymour knew that there would be 
another reason for the hatred of one bad nature 
against another; she remembered the seduced 
woman, and the probability of a guilty preference 
for her betrayer . . . manifested during many a dreary 
year to his tool, her husband; and she was quite 
well read enough in the human heart to be certain 
that that husband, ruflSan though he was, could not 
forgive that. She knew that a woman could never 
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be reclaimed by brutality; but, that when quailing 
beaeath its usages, her heart would be prone to 
xetum to its first ideal, even though its idolatry had 
originally brought s^ut its outrage. 

Just as these thoughts were flitting through her 
mind, and her visitor was about to depart, the door 
opened, and a forei^-looking woman entered, bear^ 
ing in her arms a baby, who was just old enough to 
sit up, and smile as it looked towards Mrs. 
Seymour. 

''Oh I what a beautiful child F' exclaimed the 
guest. ''Tell me, to whom can it possibly be- 
long T 

"Poor little thing,'' ejaculated the old lady, as 
she took it from the nurse, '' it is motherless. This 
is the child of Eustace and Amy Neville, born in 
Corfu.'' 

"And you have the charge of it?" asked the 
Duchess, "but where is the father ?'' 

" In Cheshire," answered the Madre, " you may 
have heard that his mother was descended from one 
of our best midland families; and though her 
relations ignored her existence after marriage with 
an artist, and never recognized the claims of her soa 
on their good-will, they will be glad now to 
remember her perverse preference for the painter. 
In his family there is an old Baronetcy, which 
has, unexpectedly, with a fortune, descended to thQ 
father of this child. When, therefore, we welcome 
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him back, I beKeve it will be as Sir Eustace 
Neville/' 

''Well/' answered the Duchess, " I rather agree 
with that character in one of jyisraeli's books who, 
though a finder of titles, and a sifter of genealogies, 
professes a supreme contempt for Baronetcies ; but 
still Sir Eustace Neville is a well-sounding name; 
and, if I be not mistaken, the man who bears it, is 
one of nature's true nobility." 

''Poor fellow!" said Mrs. Seymour, sadly, and 
clasping the child fondly to her, " he has suffered 
fearfully from the loss of his wife." 

"Ah! poor Amy!" sighed her listener, "and 
how we all did hope that the change of climate 
would have prolonged her life !" 

Then rallying, she again entreated the earliest 
tidings of the hospital nurse ; and concluded with, 

" But if any news arrive during the next few days, 
you must send me word to Windsor, whither I am 
on my way. I know any intelligence of Beatrice will 
be welcome to the highest in the land, who is ex- 
tending her New Year's hospitalities to a numerous 
circle there. And only fancy," the youthful-looking 
Duchess added, " only fancy, dear old friend, that 
my daughter, Mary, is included in some of the even- 
ing lists I I must not, therefore, forget my duties 
as a chaperon ; though I may never be permitted to 
resume them towards the Sister of Charity." 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



426 THE sisrrER 



CHAPTET XLIV. 

Crusader's Tomb — ** Epitaphs and Worms'' — Utt and Honour. 

A SHORT time since, if this book had been written, 
there could have been no concluding chapter, so 
comforting to the sympathizing reader. I could but 
have told him that the old Castle in Cornwall was 
uninhabited, that the solitary old man still lived on 
by the side of the dark river, and that the villagers 
and miners, relieved from temporary oppression, be- 
gan to wonder whether they would ever again be 
blessed by the sight of the Lady of the Manor. 
They eagerly sought among the columns of the few 
newspapers which reached them, for evidence of her 
deeds in a distant land; but into such columns 

** The quaUty of mercy is not strained ; 
It droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven 
Upon the place beneath. It is twice blessed : 
It blesseth him that gives, and him that takes." 
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But, it does not often find its way, willingly, into 
newspapers. 

So they could only hope for "the good time 
coming*' upon them ; for surely it had been a dark 
day since she went forth from among them. 

But one morning, a short time since, the church 
bells rang merrily forth. Their sudden and melodious 
peal stopped the labourer on his way to his work, 
and caused many a heart to beat with joyful expecta« 
tion. The gorgeous tints of autumn were on the 
trees, as they waved beneath the soft warm breeze ; 
and the sunshine falling on the river, caused it to 
sparkle and dance, while the rays, as once before 
seen, formed a rainbow of prismatic hues over the 
cataract. All nature rejoiced that autumn morning ; 
the birds sang, the flowers sent forth their perfume; 
the yellow com was waving on the sides of the hills ; 
but, over all, in loud but musical cadence, the church 
bells sent forth their tones of sympathy with human 
happiness. Numerous was the crowd which flocked 
to the old gothic building from which they were rung. 
The sunshine from the skies illumined it ; the light 
streamed through the high-arched windows of co- 
loured glass, and rested on the time-honoured 
monuments of the ' Leycesters' who slept within the 
walls, touching even one new erection of Italian 
marble which, as yet, bore no inscription. There 
lay the men who had worn the old armour still 
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standing in th6 hall of the castle on the monnt. The 
crusader^ with limbs crossed, as a sign of his mission 
to the East, when men fought for the tomb of their 
Saviour. His wife, who had meekly waited his 
return, reposed by his side. These recumbent 
figures were most prominently conspicuous, (among 
many others, denoting various grades of honour,) as 
their sole des<5endant, a woman, clothed in pure 
white, passed near them on her way to the altar. 

She also had just returned from the land to which 
Christians have so long looked as that of Promise. 

But het mission of mercy had been to carry the 
Cross, that those who suffered by the sword, might 
find rest and peace beneath its shadow. 



An hour afterwards, that daughter of the ancient 
house, that fair descendant of the Crusader who had 
been wise and brave according to the time in which 
he had lived, that woman who was the disciple of 
Progress, and yet the exponent of a Principle which 
ii one and indivisible, stood among the graves in the 
churchyard without. 

She was not alone with the dead, for, by her side 
was one who looked as if worthy to be her companion 
through life. 

Near them was a simple Cross in white marble ; 
and, at the foot of this, the resting place of one they 
had both loved better than themselves, blooming 
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with the sweet though tmpi'eteiiding flowers she had 
loved. The tears of the bride and bridegroom drop- 
ped on these. And then they m<)ved away, hand ift- 
hand, as she had left them, towards another spot of 
earth, over which the tender care of the living was 
evident. The hand of Beatrice rested on the grave- 
stone which marked the place where the mother of 
Eustace i*eposed in peace. A plain gold ring 
glittei^ed in the sunshine upon one finger. 

'* And the most living words of life 
Breathed in her ear. The ring is on, 
The 'wilt thou' answered, and again 
The ' wilt thou ' ask'd, tiU out of twain, 
Her sweet ' I will' has made ye one.'' 

But it cannot be that such a man and such a 
woman remain for ever in the cbuiitry. The metro- 
polis is the heart of England^s social system, and it 
will beat but faintly if wealth leave poverty to 
struggle with poverty in this great centre. 

The Clergy will be the almoners of Christian 
bounty, as of old, and the Castle will be freely open 
to the Cottage : at all times metaphorically, at stated 
intervals literally. 

But, in the meanwhile, the claims and duties of 
Labour and Capital must be represented in the 
Senate. Administrative Reform must be thoroughly 
worked out by the unselfish earnestness of true In- 
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dividaalitj. "The war has been of immense service 
in educating the people/' but both the high-bred 
philosopher and the Chartist agree that a thorough 
regeneration must be assisted by the women. So, 
there being ample arduous work for both sexes, 
neither the real friend to the people nor his wife can 
be long away from either Bermondsey or Belgravia ; 
but, while they live. Honour, yea, the honour of 
their faith and country, will '' prick them on ;" and 
when Sir Eustace and Lady Neville die — 

** Let fiime, that aU hunt after in their liyes, 
Live registered upon their goodly tombs. 
And then grace them in the disgrace of death ; 
When, spite of cormorant devouring time, 
The endeavour of their present breath may buy 
That honour which shall bate his scythe's keen edge, 
And make us heirs of all eternity." 



THE END. 
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